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Chapter One 


Musty cigarette smoke wafted around the darkened space as 
Elia sat at the old, scarred bar nursing a beer straight from the bottle. 
He was surrounded by a wall of noise, which was making it harder 
and harder for his mind to reach out and pluck information from the 
customers inside the joint. Little wisps of a random thought here or 
there whispered in his head but there was nothing concrete to give 
him the intel he sought. 

A jukebox played in the far corner, George Thorogood telling 
his tale of drink preferences. Elia might follow his direction and add 
in one bourbon and one scotch to his current choice, if it would help 
drown out the sounds around him. The television above his head 
showed a hockey game with screaming fans along with excited 
sportscaster color commentary. Several of his fellow bar patrons 
followed the game and cheered or booed in the requisite spots. The 
cracking of pool balls, raucous laughter, and the typical screams and 
cheers of the drunken revelers sounded behind him. He could barely 
hear himself think. 

Bars were not a place for thinking, but rather drinking and 
forgetting all the things that one might need to think about. They 
were also a place for those looking to end their loneliness. Elia was 
not there for either forgetting or fucking, but it seemed reasonable that 
eventually he would succumb to the attentions of someone and he 
didn’t have to wait long before he was approached. A blonde pressed 
beside him in the crowded bar to order her drink. She smiled at him, 
her uneven teeth yellowed with tobacco. He smelled that and the 


cloying scent of liquor on her breath, the sweet and the bitter mixing 
together and making his stomach pitch. 

“Hi there. Don’t think I’ve seen you around here before.” 
Her lilting voice had a touch of a nasal pitch and he knew if he talked 
with her overly long, he’d have a headache from the sound. 

She was correct. She hadn’t seen him there before. This was 
a local dive in small town USA and just about everyone here knew 
one another. A stranger’s face was easily recognized and easily 
marked as an outsider. And fingers easily pointed to outsiders, 
especially now that dead bodies were showing up in their morgue. 

He’d originally traveled to Jackson because of a large number 
of disappearances within the city had risen a red flag for him. All the 
info and scent trails had led him here to the small town of Jefferson 
Hole in quaint Jefferson County, although only three bodies had been 
found thus far. He wasn’t sure what was going on, but the power that 
this place emanated was creepy and his instinct had been telling him 
for weeks now that there was something going on here. Now that the 
bodies had been found, it seemed whatever that something was, it was 
escalating. He knew in his gut that Hell Demons were the cause, but 
he had found no connection. Yet. 

Three weeks he’d been searching across the county and he’d 
always been just too late. He could sense the energy signature, but 
whatever had been the cause was long gone. He couldn’t get a bead 
on where the activity was coming from and it was driving him insane. 
So instead of staying to the shadows, it was time to jump into the 
thick of it and mix with the residents to see what he could find. 

“No, darlin’. Just passing through.” 

“Oh, that’s ashame. A handsome guy like yourself should 
stick around a while, lay down some roots.” Her seductive smile was 
as cloying as her breath as she leaned in to expose the upper swells of 
her breasts above her neckline. 

His clothes look like money. He’s hot as hell. I bet he has a 
really big dick. Boy, I need to get fucked. Then I need to score some 
blow. Wonder if he has any blow? I wonder if this dress makes my 
tits look good. Her thoughts filtered into his mind as he opened a 
small door into her. The woman’s mind was frantic and loud, 
piercing through the haze around them. Elia wondered why she was 
so hyper, but attributed it drug use. He realized she was worthless to 


him. As he was about to open his mouth to gently dismiss her, 
another line of contemplations hit him that made him pause. 

I can take him to Molock if he doesn’t have any blow. Molock 
always has good blow. But dammit, he hasn’t answered my calls all 
night. Wonder where the fucker is? 

Hairs on the back of Elia’s neck stood up straight at the 
mention of Molock’s name. A general in the Hell Demon army, 
Molock was a dangerous foe. One he’d fought before and had nearly 
lost his life at his hands. Torture was more like it. He’d barely 
survived Molock and his Dark Lord, and he’d been itching for the 
chance to take the demon down for years. Perhaps this female wasn’t 
as worthless as he’d originally thought. 

“Let me buy you that drink, sugar.” He smiled at her, a 
twinkle in his eye that made her think he was interested. She ate it up 
with a spoon, showing him her yellow teeth once more as she returned 
the expression. 

“Well, aren’t you a gentleman? I Jove gentlemen.” As she 
pressed herself against him, he could smell the sickness on her. She 
was eaten up with disease and she’d not long left on the earth. 

Sorrow struck him for a moment as he considered the direction she 
traveled and how little regard she’d given for her own existence. 

“Yeah, sweetheart, I’m sure you do.” And I doubt you’ve met 
many in your short life. 

Elia caught the gaze of the man who sat beside him, willing 
him to leave his seat. As a blank stare covered his features, the man 
vacated the spot. Elia pulled her to sit beside him. “So, what’s your 
name, honey?” 

“T’m Chastity. Sweet Chastity. But don’t let the name fool 
ya.” A knowing wink followed her words. 

“Sweet Chastity.” He smiled at her as the bartender settled a 
bourbon and coke before her, a cherry floating at the top instead of 
the traditional lemon or lime. 

Chastity took the drink and fished out the cherry, popping it 
between two lips the same exact shade of red. “I love cherries.” 

She sucked on the fruit seductively, but it did nothing for him. 
Unfortunately, he needed to use her just as he assumed every other 
man had for her entire life. But he wasn’t going to use her body like 
they had. He needed to know what she knew. He needed to get into 
her head. 


Capturing her gaze, he clicked into her mind easily, her 
barriers broken down over time from a rough life and the addictions 
that plagued her. “Take a nice, long swallow of your drink and then 
giggle for me like I just said the funniest thing in the world. After 
that, you’re going to tell me what you know about Molock, 
whispering it in my ear so no one else can hear you but me.” 

Her stare went vacant for a moment and her eyes glazed over. 
Seconds later, she shook off the sensation and sucked down half her 
drink, giggling as she set it down on the bar. “You’re so funny. I like 
you.” 

“So, tell me about Molock.” 

Chastity leaned in close to him, her scent making him wince 
once again, her lips an inch from his ear. “He gives me blow if I go to 
Jackson and lure new customers for him. So, like, I'll go into a club 
and find people looking for a hit and lead them out to him. He prefers 
women, but he’ll take guys, too.” 

“What does he do to them, Chastity?” 

“He sells them whatever they want, I guess. I don’t know, he 
tells me to go as soon as we get back to his place. So I leave once he 
hands over some blow.” 

“Did he get you hooked?” 

“Nah, I’ve been hooked way longer than he’s been in town. 
He told me I’m already on my way down, so I’m no challenge. 
Whatever that means. He can say whatever he wants as long as he 
gives me what I need. And I’m in a bad way right now.” 

“Can you take me to where he is?” 

“Sure. But he’s not been answering my calls the last two 
days, so I don’t know if he’ll be there. I’m hurting, bad. You got 
some coke? You know, the real stuff?” 

“Sorry, sugar, but I don’t do that junk. It'll kill ya.” 

Chastity chuckled sardonically. “Don’t I know it.” 

She leaned back, thoughtful for a moment. The smile wore 
from her lips and her eyes looked away, wistfully, and he felt pity for 
her. “Show me where he stays and PII take care of you, sugar.” 

Her eyes lit up and a smile plastered across her face. 
“Really?” 

“Sure thing. Grab your coat and let’s get out of here.” 

“No coat, I’m fine. It’s not that cold out. But you can help 
warm me up. Pll do just about anything for a gentleman.” Her raised 


eyebrow and come-hither look were as worn and abused as she was. 
She had probably been a very pretty girl one day, long ago. It was a 
shame what she’d been reduced to. 

Elia looked over the barely-there dress she wore and knew 
she’d freeze when she walked outside. He ignored the offer to use her 
body and took the black leather half-trench from the back of his seat 
and pulled it over her shoulders. She snuggled into it and took a sniff 
of the rich material. 

“Just like I said. A gentleman.” She smiled as she turned to 
head outside. 

He followed her out, weaving through the crowd, few heads 
turning in their direction. Once they exited, he put a hand to her back, 
guiding her to his waiting car. He didn’t need the auto, but it made 
appearances better to look as normal as possible. As he clicked off 
the alarm, Chastity turned, her eyes large and round. “Nice wheels, 
man.” 

Just because he wasn’t human didn’t mean he wasn’t male. 
The men on this world did have one thing right when it came to their 
sports cars. Having a high-performance vehicle to power down the 
roadways was a delight. The Mercedes was fast and luxurious, 
roaring like a mechanical beast under him as he twisted and turned the 
country roads of Jefferson County. If he was stuck driving, it would 
be in speed and extravagance. 

Opening her door for her, he stood back as she settled inside 
and began to peer around as he walked to the other side. He wasn’t 
looking forward to getting in. His heightened sense of smell, along 
with her scent of stale cigarettes, booze, and death was not a great 
mix. But if it meant he could get to Molock, then he’d endure it. 

Sliding into the driver’s side, he smiled at her, prodding her 
once more to give him information. “So where to, Sweet Chastity?” 


Chapter Two 


Thirty minutes later, they had wended their way through half 
of the county, following the river for most of the way, which made 
sense, as Molock had been a Water Demon before his move to Hell. 
Molock drew power from any body of water, the larger, the better. 
The river wasn’t all that wide, but it would give Molock enough juice 
to fight. This time around, Elia wouldn’t underestimate the demon. 
He still had a couple of scars on his back from his first encounter with 
the beast’s poisonous horns. 

As they closed in on Molock’s hideout, Elia listened to 
Chastity bubble on about this or that. Her voice was grating, but 
she’d already seen enough hell in her life and he wasn’t about to stop 
her from prattling on happily. He’d pried into her mind a bit more 
and saw the suffering she’d endured. It made him wish he were 
blessed with the ability to heal her. A fresh start would be a fine 
reward for her showing him where the evil lurked. 

“There, turn onto that rickety bridge. Drive slow. I think it’s 
okay, but it’s not seen a hand to fix it in years. Molock’s place is on 
the other side, off to the right.” 

He turned to the bridge, feeling the old wooden structure give 
way a bit as his sports car rolled over it, but it held. Elia let out a 
breath when the car was on solid ground again, not because he could 
be hurt, but he’d grown quite attached to the car. 

“That’s it. Up between those two old willows. That’s 
Molock’s.” 

Elia eyed the dilapidated house, nearly hidden by the two 
monstrous trees. No lights seemed to be on, but demons didn’t need 
light to see in the dark, so that wasn’t necessarily a dead-giveaway 
that no one was at home, either. He pushed a finger against his lips, 
telling Chastity to stay quiet, and he opened himself to the 
environment. 

The gentle rustle of the wind blowing through the willows, the 
rush of water in the river, and the nocturnal sounds of animals in the 
woods surrounding them was all he heard. No one was home. It was 
a perfect opportunity to investigate. 

“Chastity, I want you to stay here while I check out the house. 
You'll be safer in here.” He pushed deep into her mind. He needed 
to plant a seed. She deserved to go out on her own terms, not in a 


drunken haze. As her stare went vacant once more, he began. “You 
will no longer need the drugs. From this moment forward, being 
clean will feel better than being high. Tomorrow, take yourself to the 
doctor for a physical. Have I made myself perfectly clear?” 

Chastity nodded, her eyes completely glazed over. He hoped 
the seed would sprout, but he had no time to wait to see that it did. 
Elia got out of the car and began to circle the outside of the house, 
looking for signs of booby traps and other security measures. Molock 
wasn’t as stupid as other Hell Demons, which only made him harder 
to capture and defeat. Few of the Water Demons had followed the 
Fallen into Hell, mostly just low-ranking Earth and Fire Demons, 
which made him a bit of a conundrum. 

Why had one of the Water Kingdom’s princes left his home 
for Hell? The Water Demons lived in a virtual paradise, in peace. Of 
course, Molock had been low on the list for taking over the crown. 
Had that been enough to make him leave bliss behind him for the 
discomfort of Hell? 

It hadn’t made sense all those millennia ago, and it still didn’t 
now. 

A noise pulled Elia out of his reverie. Seeking out the sound, 
he slowly moved around, dropping closer to the house for cover. He 
attuned his ears and heard deep breathing and a steady heartbeat that 
was slowly getting closer. Hell Demons didn’t have a heartbeat; their 
organs were destroyed when they were turned. The rhythm was much 
too fast to be anything other than a human, male if he was correct. 

Did Molock have a human guard on site? 

Elia settled back into the shadows as he awaited the male to 
get closer. He allowed his body to shift slightly, his muscles swelling, 
canines lengthening, and his horns curling out ever so slightly from 
his scalp. Claws on his fingers began to poke out and he steadied 
himself, ready for potential attack. 

A man jumped from the edge of the house, a gun trained to 
Elia’s midsection. There was no way a human should have gotten a 
bead on him so easily or seen him in the deep recesses of the 
shadows. The question swirled in his mind as he heard the click of 
the gun’s hammer being cocked. 

“Hands up where I can see them.” 

Elia looked the human over, seeing the uniform of a lawman 
in the dim light, the moon casting a glint over the tin star on the man’s 


chest. Law or not, there was a chance this man was working with 
Molock, so he needed to tread carefully. He lifted his hands up and 
signaled his surrender, which was anything but. At first chance, he 
would subdue the male and continue his perusal. 

“Come out into the light so I can see you better. Keep the 
hands up.” 

Elia stepped forward and into the full moon’s illumination, 
shifting back into his human form before doing so. Apparently he’d 
not been quick enough. 

“Dammit, you’re one of them, aren’t you?” 

Elia couldn’t help but bristle at the term them, or the way the 
man spit it out. “One of what, officer?” 

“Don’t play me. If it walks like a duck, quacks like a duck, 
then it’s a duck.” 

Elia couldn’t help but chuckle. “Quack, quack.” 

The gun trained on him never wavered. Elia stopped laughing 
as he saw Chastity get out of the car from the corner of his eye. 

“Chastity? What are you doing up here?” The man never 
removed his eyes from Elia. Smart man. 

“Aww, Sheriff McCall, whatchu got your gun out for? This 
gentleman has been nothing but nice to me.” 

“Well, this gentleman seems to have put himself in the wrong 
place at the wrong time.” 

“How’s that, sheriff? Is there a law against stopping in to see 
if a friend is home?” 

“A friend?” The sheriff lowered his voice an octave, as if he 
didn’t want Chastity to hear what he had to say. “I know what you 
freaks are doing up here. There’ll be no more killings in my county. 
Is that why you brought her up here, to drain her blood and pitch her 
body into the river like the others?” 

Drain her blood? Elia’s mind spun as he tried to insert that 
knowledge into what he already knew. 

Was Molock working with vamps? 

Mother-fucker. He looked the sheriff over one more time, 
wondering if he should keep playing dumb or if he needed to lay 
some of his cards out on the table to offer to share a little information. 
The officer could potentially help give him more of the intel he would 
need to take down the demon, to see what they were up to and how 
wide the net spread. 


“Sheriff, you’ve got it all wrong. You really do. I’m on your 
side in this. I saw all the strange disappearances in Jackson and came 
here to help. I’m a demon hunter.” Elia took a tentative step forward, 
knowing if he could get close enough, he could tell the sheriff to 
release him and to forget everything that had just happened. If he 
could just get a good look into the man’s eyes. 

“Stay the fuck back.” 

Elia took another tentative step closer. “Molock has left a trail 
of dead bodies in his wake before. I can help you.” 

The gun never moved or shook. Elia felt an instant of respect 
for the man behind the weapon. “I said, stand your ground. Do not 
move closer or I will shoot you.” 

“Now, sheriff, Pm not trying to hurt anyone. I just came out 
here to see what Molock was up to and to see how to stop him.” Elia 
was only a few feet away now and could finally get a good look at the 
sheriff’s face. He was younger than Elia expected, his skin smooth. 
The wide brim of his Stetson cast a shadow over half his face, but the 
wide mouth was expressive, the lips curved and bowed. The 
peppering of beard growth just made the male all the more attractive. 
A twinkling light came from where his eyes should be. 

Elia captured the stare as best he could, staring at where those 
twinkles were. “You’ll release me now, and let the woman go. We 
were never here.” 

“What kind of bullshit is that?” 

Elia grimaced. Apparently, he’d not gotten a good enough 
look into the man’s eyes when he’d issued the command. He’d need 
to get closer, pop the hat off him. He took another carefully measured 
step. 

“T will not hesitate to shoot you. Take one more step and 
you’re gonna have a hole in you.” 

Elia knew he needed to be quick. He’d have to jump the 
sheriff and pin him to the ground, get the ridiculous cowboy hat off 
him and capture his stare. Once it was all over, the human would 
never realize what had even happened. In the blink of an eye, he 
pounced, but not before the human let off a round from his gun. Elia 
was too fast and the bullet didn’t get him in the intended spot, but 
rather, slipped just past his shoulder, nicking him. 

The pain lanced through his arm, but he couldn’t stop until he 
had gotten the officer to forget him. Tumbling him to the ground, he 


soon landed on top of the human and wrestled him for the gun. The 
thing went off in their hands, hitting the Mercedes on the side. 
Dammit, my car! He heard Chastity scream and begin running, her 
feet sounding over the pebbled drive. 

Elia somehow knocked the hat from the man and saw him for 
the first time, Elia not needing as much light to see in the moonlit 
night. A strong brow covered the most intense set of green eyes he’d 
ever seen. An aquiline nose ended above those firm lips, taut cheeks 
sloped down to a firm jaw. The man was absolutely stunning. 

He tried to ignore the jade green and how incredibly beautiful 
those eyes were. He also tried to ignore how turned on he was 
getting, too, the strapping man fighting with incredible strength below 
him. He tried to ignore how rock hard his cock was already 
becoming. He needed out, and sex wasn’t on the menu. 

“Let us go. We were never here. Forget us.” 

“You're crazy!” 

Shocked that his power hadn’t worked, Elia was knocked off 
and the human pinned him to the ground. The sheriff holstered his 
weapon. “I don’t know what kind of shit you’re on mister, but you’re 
a loon. And under arrest.” 

Elia heard the click of a metal cuff opening and began to fight, 
knowing that he couldn’t be arrested. The human police wouldn’t 
understand what he was and would assume too much. He readied to 
fight again but stopped when he heard a familiar popping sound. 

A light burst out from the left of them. Molock and two of his 
sidekicks had appeared through a portal, rushing out onto the scene of 
the fight. Molock’s eyes bugged as he glanced at the scene before 
him. Crickets began to chirp in the quiet as all involved stood 
shocked at what they saw. Pushing the two beside him, Molock 
roared, “Get them!” 

Molock ran toward the barn as the other two rushed their way. 
The sheriff released Elia before ever cuffing him, his hands bringing 
up the gun with lightning speed. “Stop!” 

The low-ranking demon goons kept charging, shifting into full 
demon form as they moved. Elia was impressed as he saw the sheriff 
let off four rounds by the time the first demon got to him, fear never 
showing in the man. Unfortunately, the beast knocked the gun away, 
the bullets never slowing it down in the first place. The sheriff landed 
a punch to the demon just as the second creature got to Elia. 


Elia collected power into his hands and grasped the beast by 
the throat. Screaming, the demon clawed him, the sharp talons 
piercing his skin. Each pierce felt like fire slicing through his skin, 
but he’d take them over the poison tipped horns that the creature kept 
trying to ram him with. The light Elia had collected in his hands was 
lazily taking the fight from the beast and it slowed, its head lolling in 
his arms. Whipping a long-bladed knife from his leg holster, he 
sliced through the beast’s neck, severing its head from its body. 

Jumping from the ground, Elia turned to help the human, 
surprised to see him still holding his own. From the corner of Elia’s 
eye, he saw a light speeding from the downed demon. Souls began 
pouring from the neck of the beast, and the light show was enough for 
the demon and the sheriff to stop and look, pausing their fight to 
observe the show. 

The souls rushed past Elia and into the human, slamming into 
his chest. Elia stood frozen for a moment as realization hit him. 

The sheriff was a Soul Collector. 

It made sense now. The human’s strength, his ability to ward 
off Elia’s mind control. He wasn’t just human, he was more. 

The event had shocked the demon attacker and Elia took the 
moment of surprise to his advantage, throwing his knife and hitting 
the beast between the eyes. It wasn’t enough to kill him, but enough 
to knock him out fora moment. Rushing to the beast, he yanked the 
blade out and slashed through the beast’s throat. More souls rushed 
out and into the sheriff, knocking the human back to the ground with 
the force. Seconds ticked by as he watched the man struggle on the 
ground, not knowing how to help him. He’d never been in the 
presence of a Soul Collector before. 

Molock! Elia jumped to his feet and ran to the barn, hoping 
the sheriff would be alright. The demon was too important of a 
capture to ignore. Once he arrived, his eyes adjusted to the shadowed 
light and he saw that the main chamber was empty. Elia rushed 
through the three other small tack rooms, seeing no sign of Molock. 
Reaching out, all he could feel was the residual energy he’d been 
chasing after for weeks, a ghost sensation that left him frustrated. 
Punching the wall, Elia screamed to the rafters, the missed 
opportunity agony to him. 

“You mind telling me what the hell just happened?” 


Elia twisted to see the sheriff in the doorframe, a halo of 
moonlight glowing around him. His long, lithe body leaned 
exhaustedly into the wood. “We just killed two demons and missed 
the third.” 

“T get that. We killed a couple of the freaks. The other—that 
light? It came—inside me. What was that?” 

“It’s a really long story, one I’m not sure you’re ready for.” 

“Give it to me.” 

“You’re what’s called a Soul Collector.” Disappointment 
speared him suddenly as he made a connection. His brother, Ios, was 
destined to marry a Soul Collector, a prophecy they’d had shoved 
down their throats since birth. Hopefully it wasn’t this one. Because 
this one, Elia already knew he wanted all to himself. His cock was 
still hard for him, even after the viciousness of the fighting. Or 
perhaps it was because of it. 

“What the hell is a Soul Collector?” 

“You're a special human who can reap the souls a demon has 
stolen and save the ghosts. They will give you power until the day of 
your own death, when you will take them with you to the hereafter.” 

“So, in other words, I’m a fucked up freak like the rest of 
you?” 


Chapter Three 


Sheriff Jason McCall looked over the man, or rather beast, 
standing before him. He’d not missed the claw, teeth, and horns the 
creature had tried to hide when he’d walked out of the shadows, his 
eyesight much better than most other people he knew. It’s what made 
him a great officer, giving him a leg up. Jason had been staking out 
this place for weeks now, having witnessed some of the crazy shit that 
had been going on within the walls of the house and barn. 

After stopping two habitual offenders, he’d been given 
information about drugs and weird rituals going on over at the old 
Brink’s Farm. The place had been abandoned for nearly a decade, so 
he’d assumed it was filled with squatters, who usually scared off 
pretty easily. He’d headed out alone, ready to kick a few vagrants out 
of his county. Instead, he’d seen beings shift into monsters, their 
bodies big, red and ugly, a mass of teeth, claws, and horns, twisted 
into freakish beasts. Then he’d stood frozen, watching them and 
expected either he was nuts or knew that every horror movie he’d 
ever seen was pretty much on point. There was no way he’d really 
seen what he had, but he’d been drawn back to the spot, trying to 
determine what the hell was going on there. And his gut told him that 
the rash of disappearances in Jackson could be tied to the freaks he’d 
observed. 

There was no one who would have believed him at the station 
or anywhere else for that matter. And in this small, rural area, it 
would have gotten around pretty quick that he was ready for a padded 
cell with a Thorazine cocktail ready and waiting for him if he’d said 
one word of his story to anyone. So, that left him alone to fight 
whatever it was they were, and he’d had no idea how to go about 
doing that. 

Molock, the big guy they all seemed to listen to, had 
disappeared for a couple of days, taking his goons with him. Jason 
had spent just about every day scouting the place, waiting to see if the 
big ugly beast would come back. When he’d seen the Mercedes pull 
up, he’d closed in for a closer look, seeing the one guy alone. It had 
been his perfect chance to jump him and get details before the others 
returned. 

Too bad everything had gone screwy. Thanks to this freak, 
Molock was on to him, which meant one of two things. Either the 


beast would come after Jason or he would run for the hills and set up 
shop somewhere else. Neither was a good choice in his books. It 
needed to end here and now. 

“Don’t group me with them. I’m not like the beasts we 
fought.” 

“Haven’t we already had this conversation?” Jason wasn’t 
going to be swayed. Kill a couple of goons to rally support and 
infiltrate the enemy. It’s what he’d do in the creature’s shoes. 

“And like the rest of the human population, you have a narrow 
comprehension as to what else is out there. I’m the least of your 
concerns.” 

“Ts that right?” 

“Yep, Jethro. It’s right.” 

“Oh, because I live out in the country, I’m stupid, hmm?” 

“Well, if it walks like a duck, quacks like a duck, I suppose 
it’s a damned duck. Assumptions can be a dangerous thing, sheriff.” 

Jason looked the male over, anger filling him. The angrier he 
got, the hotter he got, which in turn, only made him even more pissed 
off. He wasn’t supposed to feel hot and bothered for a freak of 
nature, no matter how gorgeous he was. Short dark hair set off the 
bluest eyes he’d ever seen and a set of the most kissable lips made his 
gaze keep moving down, wondering how the thing would taste. 

He kept telling himself the face was false, just a cover to hide 
the ugliness that lay behind it. He’d seen the true faces of these beasts 
and he wasn’t stupid, no matter what this creature thought. It was 
probably even now weaving some type of spell over him to make him 
feel desire for it. Punching his lust into submission, he composed 
himself before he opened his big mouth. A quick deep breath and he 
had control once again. 

“Think you’re funny, do you? Laugh all you want, but you’re 
still under arrest.” 

The thing had the nerve to look shocked. “After I helped save 
your ass, you’re going to try and arrest me again?” 

“Try? There will be no trying. I will succeed. Your demon 
friends may have helped you the last time, but not this one. Looks 
like they’re long gone.” 

Another ring of light opened inside the house, just as the last 
words came from his mouth. Tensing, he lowered his body and 
prepared for another attack. How many of these things were there? 


Kokk k 


Elia ducked around a corner as the light formed, readying 
himself for another offensive. He relaxed as he watched an old friend 
walk through, a wave of relief washing over him as he witnessed his 
Captain of the Guard step through. 

“Graeae, what are you doing here?” Graeae stepped out into 
the rickety barn, a saber sword in his hand. The male had impeccable 
timing. 

“You’re needed at home, Your Highness. Things are amiss in 
Kallypso. I only wish I’d been able to track you down sooner.” 

“Your Highness?” 

Elia and Graeae both turned on the sheriff, the latter with his 
saber raised and ready to battle. 

“Put that down, Graeae. The sheriff here is a friend, although 
he doesn’t seem to realize it yet.” 

“T’m not a friend to freaks.” 

Elia smiled tightly. He was tired of being called a freak, but 
an outburst wouldn’t help his cause any. Turning to Graeae, he 
smiled. “What’s wrong?” 

Graeae looked over his shoulder at the human. 

“Don’t mind him. We’re all just freaks anyway.” 

Graeae looked between the two for a few moments, apparently 
unhappy to speak his piece in front of the human. “Hell has come 
knocking on the castle walls, Your Highness. We fought them off, 
thanks in part to the Soul Collector.” 

“The Soul Collector?” 

“Tos has found his mate. And with perfect timing.” 

Elia turned to the sheriff, a sense of ease filling him that the 
sheriff would not be his brother’s. “News of two in one day, I’m 
shocked.” Talk about good timing, indeed. Subconsciously, he’d 
already considered fighting his brother for the sheriff. Now that 
would no longer be a necessity. Good thing, too. Ios was his best 
friend, not just his younger brother. “There’s more, Your Highness. 
Your brother was hurt in that fight.” 

Panic struck Elia. He couldn’t imagine a world without Ios. 
“He’s alive?” 

“Yes, he survived, but the past few weeks have been tough on 
him. He’s nearly healed.” 

“Weeks? Why didn’t you come for me sooner?” 


““We’ve been trying to zero in on you for some time now. 
Something was covering your exact location until just moments ago. 

I came as quickly as I could.” 

Elia wondered if Molock had somehow jammed the energy 
signature of the area. It would make sense as to how he could never 
pinpoint his location. But, for now, he couldn’t worry about the dead 
of Jefferson County. He needed to ensure his brother was alright. “I 
need to go to Ios.” 

Graeae began to open a portal to their home world. 

“Wait a minute. You’re still under arrest!” Sheriff McCall 
ran toward him, cuffs in hand. 

Elia burst through the portal, smiling at the human as he 
walked. “Come and get me, Sheriff.” 

He chuckled as he watched the human stand at the outskirts of 
the portal, not willing to walk through into the unknown. As the 
portal closed once more, he was almost saddened that the man hadn’t 
come running through. 

Elia immediately went to his brother’s rooms in the castle. He 
had no desire to announce his arrival to his mother yet, so he shifted 
to his brother’s courtyard. As he arrived on the outer balcony, he saw 
Ios wander outside. It was apparent that there was a lot on the male’s 
mind, just from the set of his shoulders and the weariness etched on 
the lines of his face. 

“Tos.” Elia stepped into the moonlight, watching the smile 
form on his brother’s face as he realized he was there. 

“Elia! I am so glad to see you right now.” 

Elia accepted a firm hug from his brother, the emotion filled 
within it showing his presence had been missed. Stepping back, he 
smiled up at his brother. 

“T hear tales of war and the prophecy. I leave for a few weeks 
and I miss all the fun?” Elia said jokingly, trying to keep the hard 
edge of anger from his voice. Had his brother truly just recovered, he 
wouldn’t put undue stress on him, but he was upset he’d not been 
called sooner. 

“Tt doesn’t take long to jump back here every so often to check 
in, my brother.” 

“My thoughts have been on something else.” Elia’s mind 
wandered back to the sheriff and all he’d just seen, knowing there was 
much more to the story. He had to return to dig up more information 


once he’d assured himself that all was well at home first. “I apologize 
for my absence. I’m here now.” 
“How I’ve missed you, brother.” 

The door whipped open, and a human male burst into the 
scene. He took one look at the near embrace and his face turned to 
stone. “I apologize for my intrusion.” 

The human began to step back through the door and into the 
hallway. 

“Elia, that’s Jamie, my mate. We’re—having a moment. 
Humans are so temperamental and make such assumptions.” Ios 
pulled from his brother and ran into the corridor, shouting to the 
human. “Would you like me to introduce you to my brother?” 

Elia moved closer to the door to meet the human. 

“Your brother?” Elia heard Jamie say from a distance. 

Elia stepped out into the hallway. “So this is the Soul 
Collector?” 

Elia couldn’t help but be ecstatic. If Ios had found his fated 
mate, that meant that Sheriff McCall was not the one. He was still 
ripe for the picking. 

The human looked quizzical. “Perhaps. And you are?” 

“The Crown Prince of Kallypso.” 

“Should I bow?” 

Of course Ios would find a smart-mouthed rebel as his mate. 
Elia chuckled before turning to Ios. “Love him well and enjoy your 
night. I must go speak with Mother. I shall see you in the morning.” 
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Elia stood behind his mother, Queen of the Air Demons, as 
she sat in audience for the Soul Collector’s visit. As crown prince, it 
was his rightful place, but he’d give anything to be anywhere else. 
Back on Earth. Looking for Molock. More like chasing after a 
certain sheriff. Sheriff McCall had played a role in his dreams last 
night, coupled with bouts of fighting with Molock and yellow-toothed 
women trying to kiss him. 

Mind wandering, he struggled to keep his focus as Jamie 
stepped closer to the dais. The bright silken wall hangings that 
poured from the stone walls seemed more colorful today, the scents of 
home making him nostalgic. He had apparently missed his home 
more than he realized. Shaking his head, he grimaced at the thoughts. 
A few weeks away, and he was turning into a female, emotional and 


weak. Turning to his right, he looked over the woman who'd given 
birth to him. His mother sat with her normal regal disdain, her scarlet 
confection of a dress pooled around her and a weighty crown perched 
precariously over a tightly coiffed bun. 

He observed her for a moment. She’d aged some in the weeks 
he was away on Earth. War had come to the walls of the castle as 
Hell Demons had attacked their small kingdom. In that battle, his 
brother Ios had suffered a tremendous wound that had brought him 
close to death not long before and it appeared to have caused her to 
suffer as well. Dark circles were barely concealed with makeup and 
her shoulders showed signs of exhaustion. Had she wept for his 
brother? Had she longed for him to heal? 

The female had never been the emotional type, so seeing the 
lines of worry on her face, he was stricken with a little remorse for 
having screamed his displeasure. Angered that no one had called him 
back to help defend their city, he had spent the morning railing at her, 
until he’d seen how weak she’d appeared. 

Graeae had thankfully found him and escorted him back to his 
own dimension. But what if Ios had died? He would have blamed 
himself for not being there. Biting his tongue had not been easy, but 
he could see his mother suffered and had decided not to add more 
onto her shoulders. Surprise had filled him as he’d watched emotion 
flowing from her usual icy stance. 

Jamie, the Soul Collector of the prophecy, walked beside his 
brother, now nearly healed. Jamie came before her today to accept 
the Queen’s thanks for his help in saving the kingdom. Something his 
mother did not look too happy about. Then again, she never looked 
all that happy. She’d not looked happy since his father had died. 

Elia looked over the blond male that walked briskly beside his 
brother. They made a good pair, Jamie’s light looks against the dark 
ones of Ios. The Soul Collector was slight of frame but was quite 
handsome. Not as handsome as his sheriff, though. 

His sheriff? 

Rolling his eyes inwardly, he wondered when that euphemism 
had stolen into his vocabulary. He’d just met the man, but McCall 
was all his mind could think about. The human obviously detested his 
very presence and could potentially try to arrest him if he came within 
ten feet of him. Although, the thought of the man and his set of 
handcuffs did give him a zip of excitement. 


“Your Majesty.” Jamie eyed his mother warily. 

The Queen rose from her throne and eyed the human below 
her. “James Daniel Hampton, I, Queen Greme of House Loftis, do 
pronounce you an honorary member of our kingdom and member of 
the honor guard for exemplary service to the crown.” 

Elia suppressed a yawn. Leave it to his mother to follow 
ceremony to a tee. Elia could see that both his brother and Jamie 
were uncomfortable with the pomp and circumstance, but Queen 
Greme was from another time, another place. She had demanded this 
setting and as he looked out among the crowd of wealthy dignitaries, 
he saw their faces, rapt with attention. Perhaps this was more for their 
benefit than anything else. 

A servant quickly moved to his mother, carrying a velvet 
pillow with a golden laurel upon it. She lifted the metal and stepped 
forward, placing it on the human’s head. “I thank you for pushing 
back the Demon Horde at our walls and for saving my son, Ios, as 
well.” A roar of thunderous applause erupted from the thousand or so 
beings that lined the walls of his mother’s hall. Beaming faces and 
smiles were all Elia could see around him. 

Jamie looked upon her, his features softening as he smiled at 
her, ignoring the celebratory cheers behind him. Elia was 
flabbergasted when his mother returned the gesture, seeing there was 
some special connection between her and the human. He felt a spike 
of jealousy for a brief second, never having felt any connection to his 
mother that was not within her queenly disdain. She gave as little 
love as she could get away with in the eyes of her people. As a result, 
her boys had always been thirsty for attention. 

But he couldn’t feel the jealousy for long. She was apparently 
accepting the relationship his brother had with another male, and that 
was reason enough to let it go and be happy for Ios. 

“Your Majesty, if I may?” Jamie spoke up as the crowd 
slowly quieted. 

“By all means.” 

“We are a long way from being done. I fear that the attack 
was just the beginning. The prophecy claims I am to raise a great 
army with which to defend both our worlds, filled with other Soul 
Collectors. While I’m still quite overwhelmed with the task, I’ve 
been given direction as to how to find others like me. Ios and I plan 
to go to Earth to seek them out, with your approval.” 


Elia watched in fascination. The prophecy had been lorded 
over his brother since they were younger. One day Ios would mate 
with the great Soul Collector, the one who would raise an army to 
save the worlds. But never once, not until today, had he thought of 
the ramifications and all that would need to be done to make it come 
to fruition. 

“T will help you both,” Elia spoke. 

His mother turned in her chair, anger on her face. “I nearly 
lost one son to demons. Your place is here, in the safety of the castle. 
We couldn’t find you for weeks. That cannot happen again.” 

His mother’s show of emotion was unexpected. What was 
behind the change in her? “Hell Demons nearly took down the castle, 
mother. Ios nearly died. If we don’t work to raise this army, there 
will be no castle, nor any inhabitants to rule.” 

The queen searched over his face, a grimace stretching her 
mouth. “Fine. But you will not put yourself in undue danger. You 
are the Crown Prince. You have a responsibility to this world. Don’t 
ever forget it.” 

“You’ve never allowed me to forget it, Mother.” How would 
she react when he brought a male home and learned that she might 
never see an heir? 


Chapter Four 


Jason walked into the morgue, the scent of death mingling 
with the disinfectant they used and his eyes watered. Or it could have 
been the glare of florescent bulbs flickering against the puke green 
tiles that lined the hallway. Either way, the place freaked him out just 
stepping foot inside, and this wasn’t his first trip. He couldn’t shake 
the sense of dread he felt each time and it never got any better. In the 
basement of the building that housed his own offices, it may as well 
have been a million miles away in his mind, the thoughts of coming 
down here so repulsed him. 

His deputies had found another dead body on the outskirts of 
town early that morning. He’d drug himself out of bed before the sun 
had risen and trekked out there, only to find nothing useful. His CSI 
officers were still out there looking through the scene, but like the last 
four, nothing seemed to be left behind. This one did have something 
else that none of the others had. The female had been brutally beaten 
before she’d been drained of her blood. Beaten so badly, that he’d 
barely been able to pick out a face. 

Too bad he recognized the locket she wore. He’d found it in 
an evidence bag one of his deputies had left on his desk. Sweet 
Charity had finally met up with the wrong person, something he’d not 
been looking forward to. He’d gone to school with the woman. Long 
ago, she’d been a lovely girl, fresh with her whole future ahead of her. 
She’d always been kind to him and hadn’t deserved the future she’d 
arrived at. Every time he or one of the deputies had arrested her for 
various drug or solicitation charges, they’d tried to talk some sense 
into her, hoping one of them would finally get through to her. They’d 
all prayed they’d never come to this day. 

Of course, there was no official report saying it was her as of 
yet, but Jason knew it in his gut. Hair, body, and style of dress fit 
Charity to a tee, and he was fairly certain it was the same outfit he’d 
seen on her the night before. The locket just sewed it up in his mind. 
He wondered if the demon that had gotten away from him had also 
done the deed. 

Somehow, he doubted it. Even though he hadn’t let the 
thing’s protestations stop him from doing his job, he had sensed that it 
had been speaking the truth from the get-go. Jason just would have 
felt better if he’d been able to discuss things rationally. With 


handcuffs and cell bars between them. Those would have made him 
feel a bit safer and allowed his mind to be a bit more logical. Not that 
either would have kept the male restrained very long. 

His body’s reaction to their heated fight had also never 
happened before. Not the fact that the sexy blue-eyed freak had 
turned him on, but that he’d done it while on the job. Jason had 
known he was gay ever since he’d been in high school. Sweet 
Charity had been the girl that he’d been locked in the closet with at 
thirteen when it finally slammed into his brain that he didn’t like girls. 
He’d kept it quiet, of course. Then when he’d left Jefferson County to 
go into the Army, he’d realized just how gay he really was. There 
had been a couple of secret trysts kept under the radar thanks to Don’t 
Ask, Don’t Tell. But since getting home four years ago after his 
honorable discharge thanks to an IED, he’d swept his yearnings for 
other males under the carpet. 

Small counties had big mouths. And he’d never keep his job 
if they found out whom he wanted in bed beside him. Jason prided 
himself on being the utmost professional at all times, especially in 
uniform. He didn’t lust after criminals. And he really didn’t over 
freaks. 

Freaks. 

Was that what he was now? He felt different after last night. 
Tired, yet stronger. His ears were buzzing and he kept hearing 
muffled voices when there was no one around him. And he couldn’t 
stop thinking about His Highness. Jason shook his head at that last 
bit. Every stone he turned over, he seemed to find more and more 
craziness. 

Doc Jenkins was working over the dead woman as he 
approached, her body dissected as he investigated her internal organs 
for the autopsy. Charity hadn’t had a great life, had many ups and 
downs, mostly downs. But she hadn’t deserved to go out like this. It 
was time to involve the State Forensics Team. 

“Hey, Doc. Any news?” 

“It’s Charity, alright. I matched an old dental record. Not that 
she had all that many of her back teeth left to confirm. But we have a 
match.” 

Jason looked down on what remained of the girl he’d known 
all his life. She was the first of the bodies they’d found that was 
actually from his county. The other three had come from Jackson. 


The only difference between this one and the others was the violence 
of the death. The other bodies had not been beaten. They only 
looked like they’d died peacefully in their sleep. 

Perhaps someone else had killed Chastity. But something told 
him it was connected, especially after he’d seen her with His 
Highness the night before. Jason shook his head, angry that he still 
called the thing His Highness. The run on the car title and registration 
hadn’t turned up anything, as it seemed that particular car really 
didn’t exist. Too bad it was sitting on site outside his office, riddled 
with a couple of bullet holes, and way too big to be a part of his 
imagination. 

“Sheriff McCall, there’s a call for you.” Maggie, Doc 
Jenkin’s secretary, poked her gray head around the corner, her bright 
purple dress up against the green walls making his eyes hurt. “Pete 
says it’s urgent.” 

Jason walked over to the office and took the phone from her 
hands, smiling his thanks. She scuffled off to the files on the other 
side of the room, her ears perked to listen in on his conversation. 

“McCall,” he spoke into the phone. 

Deputy Pete Tolliver, his second in command, was on the 
other end of the line. “Sheriff, you need to come out to Route Fifty 
near mile marker eighty-two, down in the swamp. We have more 
bodies.” 

“Bodies. As in plural?” 

“As in plural. We’ve uncovered four so far. Sheriff Heath 
was out here this morning doing some duck hunting and his old coon 
dog found the first one. We think there may be more. Roscoe is still 
going nuts, barking like mad and facing the water.” 

Beau Heath was the retired sheriff for Jefferson County and 
had been the man Jason had learned under as a deputy. If any dog 
could sniff out some evil, it was ‘ole Roscoe. “I’m on my way.” 

Jason dropped the phone into the cradle and looked up into the 
wide eyes of Maggie. She’d heard one little part of the conversation 
and it was enough to give her a deathly pallor. She was as gray as her 
round poof of hair on top her head. 

“Multiple dead bodies, Sheriff?” 

“Yeah, so it seems. Four so far. You’ll need to call in Doc’s 
back-up. He’s going to have his hands busy.” 


He left Maggie dialing the phone as he went to inform Doc of 
the news. Things had just gone from bad to worse. 

Moments later, he was rushing to the scene, lights and siren 
blazing on the roof of his beat to hell 4X4, his mind trying to sort out 
all he knew thus far. His hands were tied: he couldn’t tell his team 
everything he knew. Punching the dash in frustration, he knew 
exactly what the cause of the bodies was. But there was no way to 
prove anything and no one would believe him even if he tried. 

He thought back to His Highness. His gut told him that the 
thing was telling him the truth. Perhaps he would have been an ally, 
someone who knew what was what. Shaking his head of that 
nonsense, he focused on the road ahead. He didn’t align himself with 
their kind. It was a potential trap that he refused to get involved with. 
If his royal ass came back into his county, he’d find himself in lockup. 
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Two hours later, Jason stood looking over the six body bags 
strewn on the ground before him, the black vinyl shimmering in the 
setting sun. All within had been completely drained of blood, not one 
visible puncture wound anywhere on their bodies showing how the 
blood was removed. Fingerprints had been taken of them all and his 
team was working to connect them to the Jackson disappearances. 

“Sheriff, this is getting out of hand. What are we gonna do 
about this?” Pete looked completely lost, his skin ashen as his eyes 
rolled over the six black bags. 

Beau Heath walked over in full camo hunting gear, a thick 
cigar smoking from his clenched lips, Roscoe on his heels. “Jason, 
you calling in the state boys?” 

Jason had already decided to do so before he’d even turned the 
engine off upon arrival. No sheriff wanted to admit defeat and call in 
the state team, but their forensics and crime scene officers were better 
versed in finding answers that his team was less experienced with. 
Again, they’d start out behind the eight-ball as he couldn’t tell them 
the truth, either. But perhaps they could help get him some leads and 
he could use the information to go on the attack himself, because he 
couldn’t tell anyone what he really knew. 

“Yeah, Beau. I just put a call in to my contacts in Jackson. 
We’ve already been communicating after the first body had shown up 
and we found it was one of theirs. They’re sending a task force as we 
speak.” 


“Don’t you let my county become a haven for criminals, 
Jason.” 

Jason tried not to allow the guilt trip that his mentor was about 
to lay at his feet get to him, but ultimately, he was responsible for the 
citizens of Jefferson County and he would do anything he could to 
protect his friends and neighbors. He was doing everything he knew 
how to get the freaks out. 

Everything? He’d turned away a potential ally. 

His mind went back to the male he’d rolled on the ground with 
and how his body had responded to him. He’d always trusted his gut 
reactions. They’d saved him time and time again when he’d been in 
Afghanistan and other spots abroad. Had his gut not told him to move 
and fast, that IED would have killed him instead of blowing shrapnel 
into his leg. So, it seemed reasonable to believe he’d never be 
attracted to someone who was truly evil. He would sense something 
was wrong. Wouldn’t he? 

Fucking freaks! Why did they have to invade his county? 
Didn’t he have enough on his plate? 
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Elia watched from the fray as the humans gathered around the 
dead, Graeae at his side. The tree line, bushes, and the lowering sun 
helped disguise their location. Elia’s heightened hearing had captured 
their conversations. Six more bodies, all drained of blood. He would 
give anything to investigate the dead, to see what he could find. If 
only there were fewer humans, they could suggest they forget that he 
and Graeae were there and have a few moments to glance for clues. 
Unfortunately, the sheriff would be an issue, since his powers didn’t 
affect him. 

“Do you really think Vampires are responsible?” Graeae 
whispered from his left. 

“What would demons need vast quantities of blood for? From 
what you tell me, the Hell Demons were struck quite a blow when 
Jamie decimated their numbers when they stormed our castle. 
Aligning with the Vamps makes sense.” Elia was thoughtful for a 
moment. “Actually, it makes incredible sense. The Vampires get the 
blood and then the Hell Demon gets the soul. Both grow stronger 
when they align. I’m amazed they’ve never united before.” 


“Vamps hate Demons. Demons hate Vamps. I can’t see them 
joining forces, even if it makes sense from a logical perspective, Your 
Highness.” 

“Graeae, ve known you all your life. Can you give the Your 
Highness bit a rest when no one’s around?” 

Graeae looked shocked for a moment, but then collected 
himself into his usual calm demeanor. “I’ve always called you that. 
It’s not fitting for me to call you otherwise.” 

“I know who your father is, Graeae. Please call me Elia.” 

Graeae’s eyes widened, red coloring his face, his gaze 
wavering away from Elia’s and back to the grizzly scene. An 
uncomfortable silence surrounded them as Graeae’s body tightened, 
the only sound the humans working ahead of them. He wasn’t going 
to push his captain if he wasn’t ready, but their talk was long overdue. 
For now, he would let his admission sink in. 

Moments later, Elia almost jumped when Graeae finally broke 
the silence. “How long have you known?” 

“Since I was young.” 

Graeae whirled around to look at him, shock widening his 
eyes. “That long? Who else knows?” 

“I’m sure the Queen does. But I’ve told no one.” 

“As much as she hates me, I’ve always assumed she knew. 
Ios?” Graeae looked back to the humans. 

“Unless he’s heard the rumors, no. I don’t think he knows.” 

Graeae’s eyes found his. “Rumors?” 

“Have you looked into a mirror lately?” 

Graeae was quiet once more. He wasn’t a man of many 
words, his somber demeanor his trademark. This show of emotion 
now was an interesting insight into the man, one Elia had longed to 
see for some time. “And you don’t hate me?” 

“How could I? You’re my brother.” Elia looked over the face 
that was so much like his own. Graeae and Ios were even more alike. 
They’d looked nearly like twins when they were little, as they were so 
close in age. Graeae had grown stronger than them both, physical 
labor strengthening his physique and giving him more mass, but the 
resemblance was still strong enough that he’d heard the rumblings of 
rumor for years. 

Graeae’s jaw clenched and Elia was sure he saw a hint of 
wetness in his gaze as he looked away. It felt good to finally have a 


moment where he was able to say the things he’d always wanted to. 
Crossing his mother had made him keep his mouth shut for far too 
long. He just hoped her recent appearance of softening would help 
him if she found out he’d opened up to his brother. 

Just because Graeae had been born to another woman didn’t 
make him any less family. If his father had claimed him publicly, 
Graeae would be second in line to the throne. Elia was almost certain 
that King Garros had been close to doing just that right before he’d 
died. 

His father had elevated his son to Captain of the Guard, even 
at his mother’s refusal. Garros had respected Graeae and trusted him 
to keep them safe from harm. Why she’d allowed him to retain his 
position after the king’s death, Elia would never know, but he was 
glad for it. Graeae was a great leader. He deserved his role. His men 
would follow him into the darkest of hells without a second thought. 
Thankfully his mother hadn’t removed him, because that just may be 
where this all ended up. 

Graeae cleared his throat. “Any thoughts on how to track 
them down at this point? Since you showed your hand to Molock, 
he’s going to do everything in his power to keep clear of you—Elia.” 

Elia smiled at the use of his given name. His gaze drifted to 
the human that his eyes had been unable to ignore since they arrived. 
“I think the key is the sheriff. It’s amazed me Molock hasn’t been 
wiping minds of the local yokels. They’ve been sloppy, assuming 
they could get away with what they were doing easily. They weren’t 
expecting me or that the sheriff was a Soul Collector. Now that 
McCall knows everything, I think they’ll come in and try to clean 
house.” 

“So we watch the human and wait for them to make their 
move?” 

“Seems the only choice we have. I’ve been all over this 
county for weeks and I’ve been right on their heels each time, unable 
to find them. So instead of chasing, we need to lie in wait.” Worry 
speared through Elia as he glanced at the sheriff. What if McCall was 
in the wrong place at the wrong time when it all went down? The 
man seemed to have too much bravado to step down and let them take 
care of the problem. With no training, there was little chance he’d be 
able to use any of his powers yet, at least not with any real substance 
or direction. “And we need to be careful, Graeae. My mind tricks 


don’t work on the sheriff, so it stands to reason that theirs won’t 
either. He’ll fight them. And they’ ll bite back hard.” 

“You have feelings for this human, don’t you?” 

It was Elia’s time to redden. A denial was on the tip of his 
tongue, but after he’d pulled Graeae’s secret out into the open, he felt 
the need to be honest with his brother to help them grow closer. 
“Perhaps. But we need to get him out alive so I can have the chance 
to find out.” 


Chapter Five 


Jason walked into his office the following morning, exhausted. 
He’d barely slept in the past two days. Dead bodies popping up 
everywhere seemed to prevent sleep. And how could he rest, 
knowing everyone in the county was in danger until he could get a 
bead on where Molock and his gang were? He’d had a fitful night in 
bed, worry mingling with the face of a man he couldn’t have. Or 
rather, shouldn’t want to have. But there seemed to be an attraction 
he couldn’t ignore, either. 

In the midst of his tossing and turning, he’d palmed his 
erection and pumped the flesh, hoping that release would help him 
sleep. Within one or two slides over his shaft, the face that had 
flashed in his mind had been the one he’d been trying to forget. 
Unable to push the image from his mind, he’d quickly spewed his 
cum on his stomach, fantasizing that it had been a royal mouth 
sucking him dry instead of his own hand. Sleep still hadn’t found him 
as he’d thought about the male throughout the night and what he 
wanted to do to his body. 

Guilt built in his chest. Instead of thinking of ways to find the 
killers, he’d been imagining fucking the male. As soon as he sat 
down behind his desk, he sorted through the pile of pink messages on 
top. Then he checked the calls for the night before. The usual 
breaking and entering, a few drunken revelers, and a druggie caught 
on possession sounded a lot better than more dead bodies floating up. 
Even so, it was only a matter of time before more arrived. There were 
at least forty cases of missing persons in Jackson and they’d only had 
nine show up dead so far. Charity wasn’t from Jackson so she 
couldn’t be counted in that number. But how long would it be before 
Jefferson’s own would show up lining the trays in the morgue? 

Checking his email, he wondered when he’d see the Staties 
come busting through his doors. He’d half expected to see them 
waiting here for him when he arrived. 

“Sheriff, the State Police are here to see you?” Tolliver 
looked confused as poked his head through his office door and 
announced them. 

Jason looked at his deputy, his brow wrinkling. Tolliver knew 
the State boys were coming. He’d been there when he’d told Beau 
about the call. Why did his statement sound more like a question? 


They’d all been under a lot of stress since the first body had shown 
up, so Jason let it go. Shaking his head, he rose and followed Tolliver 
out the door and approached the State officers. 

Raising a hand out to the obvious leader, he introduced 
himself. “Hello, I’m Sheriff McCall. You must be Lieutenant 
Washington.” 

The robust man shook his hand in return. His fit body and 
firm handshake belied the salt and pepper at his brows. “Good to 
finally meet you, Sheriff. If you could give us a spot to work and 
hand over your files to my forensics team, I'd like to take a look at the 
bodies in the morgue while they get started.” 

“Absolutely. Tolliver, collect the files and get them in their 
hands. I’m assigning you to work with their team. If they have any 
questions, I want you to help them out.” 

“Um, what files, sheriff?” 

“Our dead bodies in the morgue, Tolliver.” Jason knew his 
officer was tired, but this was beyond reason. 

“What dead bodies?” 

Jason took a long look at Tolliver, about to lambaste the man, 
and realized there was no guile on the deputy’s face. Looking around 
the room, he saw all of his deputies and clerks looking at him as if 
he’d grown two heads, their bodies frozen as they stared. “The six 
bodies we pulled out of the swamp yesterday.” 

Tolliver took a step closer to Jason, his voice lowering. 
“Sheriff, are you feeling okay?” 

Jason’s gut clenched, his mind reeling. Right after he’d seen 
the demons in action, he’d questioned his own sanity. After the past 
two days, the thought had hovered in the back of his mind. Now, it 
appeared that perhaps he’d been right all along. As worried looks 
were everywhere he turned, he felt reality slipping further and further 
from him. Had it all been a dream of his sick mind? Did none of it 
exist? He rushed from the room, hearing Lieutenant Washington 
calling from behind him, but he couldn’t stop. He was heading 
straight for the morgue. The bodies had to be there. They had to be. 

He bolted down the stairs of the county building, the smell of 
sterilization and death hit him hard the closer he got. A cold sweat 
coated his skin as panic struck him full-force. Florescent light and 
green tile was a blur as he walked faster and faster, hearing the 
clamoring of footsteps following him. Hitting the double stainless 


doors with both hands, he followed the path into the morgue to see 
Doc Jenkins looking over the body of an elderly woman. 

“Hey, sheriff. What can I do for you?” 

“Where are the bodies, Doc?” 

Doc’s forehead wrinkled as he stared blankly at Jason. “What 
bodies?” 

“Six bodies fished out of the swamp yesterday evening. The 
three others from last week. We brought them all here. You 
performed autopsies on each one.” 

“Sheriff, there were no bodies brought in yesterday. And the 
only bodies I’ve had for the last couple of weeks have been Charity 
and sweet Alma here.” 

Jason felt his world flip upside down. Stepping back, he hit 
the empty autopsy table behind him, medical equipment clambering 
to the floor as he tried to get his bearings. He could only stand there 
and stare at the dead body of Alma Price, her cataract-filled blue eyes 
staring up at him, her death mask growing more and more grotesque 
as his stomach pitched to his throat. A scream of insanity began to 
collect in his throat, but he quelled it, knowing he had to keep calm. 

“Sheriff McCall, you called us in order for us to investigate a 
series of unexplained deaths and now we’re told the deaths don’t 
exist?” 

Jason turned to look at Lieutenant Washington, unsure of what 
to say to the man. The stern look the older man placed on him made 
him feel like a spiteful child being reprimanded for kicking the family 
dog. “They were here. Yesterday. We fished six bodies out of the 
swamp over on Route Fifty, all of them with complete blood loss, just 
like the three before it.” 

“Then where are the bodies?” Washington was exasperated. 
What Jason felt was ten thousand times worse. 

Jason felt his panic rising, his whole body shaking with 
anxiety. Sweat dotted his upper lip as he searched his brain for an 
answer. He wasn’t insane. He’d always had a strong grip on reality. 
Hadn’t he? He rushed to the first body locker and yanked the 
telescoping tray out. Empty. Grasping each one, knowing the bodies 
had to be there, he jerked them open, finding empty after empty 
container. The final one held Chastity, the only dead lying within. 
Her arm slipped from the tray and touched his forearm in a show of 


sympathy from the grave. Carefully, he lifted it back to her chest and 
closed the tray, his mind rioting. 

Jason turned to look at the group assembled behind him and 
felt the pressure of pure panic. Several of his own deputies as well as 
the entire state team stood within a few feet of the swinging stainless 
doors, watching him tumble into madness. The glow of the 
florescent lights hit the empty stainless trays and lit the space with 
flashes of light reminiscent of some evil disco ball. Voices began to 
whisper in his head, the sounds mingling together so he couldn’t hear 
a distinct one, so he wasn’t sure what was being said to him. He 
brought his hands over his ears, trying to cover the sound, but it only 
made the noise louder in his mind. 

Taking a deep breath, he released his ears. Perhaps he was 
suffering from a delayed case of PTSD and something had triggered 
it. The truth was sitting there facing him. There were no dead bodies. 
There had been no freaks and creatures from the depths of Hell. It 
had all been some strange trip his mind had taken him on and 
somehow all that made so much more sense than what he’d seen. 
Calm seemed to steal over him as he began to accept his apparent 
dementia. Somehow owning up to an infirmity seemed easier than 
trying to explain the last few weeks. 

Demons didn’t really exist. People couldn’t take on souls of 
the dead into their bodies. Dead bodies didn’t just disappear. 

And he wasn’t attracted to freaks. 

“Sheriff, perhaps you need to come with us to be checked out. 
Stresses of managing a county this size could have caught up to you. 
Perhaps some time off—” 

A scream from above stilled Lieutenant Washington’s words 
as silence stretched between them. Another scream and gunfire 
sounded and the entire assembly of people gathered in the morgue 
began to run down the hall for the stairs. Once they arrived back in 
the station, Jason didn’t know where to look first. 

His secretary had what appeared to be a vampire biting her 
neck, her body limp. Several of his deputies were fighting off would- 
be vampire attackers, and a few more seemed to be ensorcelled, the 
creatures looking deeply into their eyes as they closed in. It was then 
that he realized that each one of them were people from Jefferson 
County. The war had begun and the other side had used their own 
against them. 


“Where is your sheriff?” Jason heard one of the beasts asking 
a deputy. 

“Tm right here.” 

The monster turned and gazed at him with red eyes, a sardonic 
smile twisting its mouth into a gross display. Fangs popped out over 
its lips, coated red with blood. Looking down, Jason saw more of his 
officers incapacitated, or worse, on the floor. The officers behind him 
all lifted weapons to the beast, but one sway of his hands and the guns 
were lowered. 

“We’ve been looking for you, Sheriff McCall.” The vampire 
turned to face him fully and Jason felt the group of officers around 
him stiffen. He looked to his left and right and it seemed they were 
frozen in their spots. 

Washington seemed to shake off the bewitchment and lifted 
his gun. “McCall, whatever I said about you downstairs, forget it.” 

The vamp advanced with inhuman speed and the lieutenant 
shot off ten rounds into the beast, never slowing it once. Ignoring 
Washington, the vamp closed a hand around Jason’s neck, claws 
sinking into his throat ever so slightly. Jason felt thin trails of blood 
sliding down from the tiny wounds. The scent apparently got the 
other vamps’ attention, as they’d never looked up from what they 
were doing as he’d yelled at the vamp or even during the round of 
gunfire. 

Taking his mouth off Jason’s neck, he looked into Jason’s 
eyes for a moment and Jason felt a hypnotic pull that he easily pushed 
away. “Sweet, Soul Collector blood. It’s a rare delicacy. I’ve never 
had the chance to partake, but I understand it gives the drinker an 
intense strength. I’ve been waiting for this chance for weeks now, 
sheriff.” 

As the vamp’s mouth descended on his neck, a bright, white 
light blinded Jason. 

K 2K k K 

Elia scrambled into the building, the sounds of gunshots and 
screams ringing in his ears. Thoughts of Jason hurt, or worse, blinded 
him with rage. He should have been closer, should have been more 
watchful. Graeae was fast on his heels, racing toward the sheriff’ s 
offices. Once they burst through the door, Elia saw Jason drawing his 
white light, his Soul Collector power, instinctively. A halo of white 


surrounded him, his feet elevated off the floor as energy rolled off 
him in waves. 

The vampire at his throat burst into flames, smoke rising from 
the beast as it dropped to the floor in clumps of blackened ash. 
Jason’s power appeared to be the equivalent of the sun in such close 
proximity. A weapon they could benefit from in the coming days. 
The other vamps in the room were shielding themselves from the 
radiance, but other than a slight steam rolling off them, they seemed 
no worse for wear at that distance. 

Jason began to float toward the huddled vamps. The closer he 
approached, the more pain it caused the creatures, their screams 
increasing in volume. They began to run from the room, passing the 
remaining occupants as they screamed past. Graeae grasped one as it 
vaulted close and stuck his sword in its neck, severing it completely. 

The sheriff turned to face Elia. His eyes were completely 
filled with light and it also coated his entire body. Jason reached out 
to Elia, a shot of light releasing from his fingers and striking Elia in 
the chest. Nothing happened and Jason seemed confused, his head 
tilting to one side. Abruptly, the light died and Jason fell to his knees 
and passed out. 

Elia ran over to the prone man and gathered him into his arms 
as Graeae opened a portal to Kallypso. The three of them departed 
quickly, needing to get the human as far from the Vampire attackers 
as possible. 


Chapter Six 


Jason awoke in a room that wasn’t his, his body sore, muscles 
aching as he stretched under the soft sheets that covered him. Soft 
light peeked in from large windows on either side of the bed and his 
muddled mind tried to recall what had brought him here. He peered 
around the elegant room covered in silk fabrics and filled with antique 
furniture, wondering if he was dreaming. 

His Highness. 

As soon as the whispered words crossed his mind, he knew he 
was near the male. He lifted from the bed and pulled the sheets away, 
curious why he was undressed. He remained in his skivvies, but that 
was all. Dropping his feet to the lushly carpeted floor, he felt dizzy 
and out of sorts as he stood. He reached into his mind, trying to recall 
his last memories, and only recalled white light. He walked to one of 
the windows and saw a panorama he was unused to. It looked like an 
old German village nestled into a hillside of turquoise grasses. Three 
moons rose high in the sky, the combined light a diffused equivalent 
to the sun. 

A dream? There was no way this place could be real. 

Pushing more, he lifted a hand to his temple. His head ached, 
but there was something important he felt was just beyond the edges. 
There were vampires. In his office. Were there fatalities? Why was 
he here and not there, helping his officers? He pushed further, trying 
to recall everything that happened. The vampire that attacked him 
burst into flames. He was lit up like a fucking Christmas tree, light 
pouring from his skin. All the other vampires ran. 

How did he get here, wherever here was? 

A door opened to his right. His Highness stood there 
watching him as the wood creaked a low squeal, moving on little used 
hinges. Eyes intent on him, Jason felt the raw heat in the stare and 
was positive there was a little anger mixed in there, too. Why did he 
feel so elated to see the male? 

“You're finally awake. I wasn’t sure you would ever wake 
up.” The demon sauntered into the room, his movements seductive in 
their grace. Seating himself on the arm of a chair, the male stared 
blatantly at him, his desire unconcealed. 

“Awake? This is a dream.” 

“Not hardly.” 


“Okay, I'll bite. How long have I been asleep?” Jason felt 
nude standing there in his boxers. But he wasn’t going to run and 
hide from this male. He stood calmly and faced him as if he was fully 
clothed. 

“Twenty-two hours, give or take an hour.” 

A day? I’ve been asleep a whole day? Wait, this is a dream. 
I’m still asleep. I need to wake up. 

“You just had your first fight using your new power, one 
you’ve never used before. It drains a man. I brought you here to 
protect you.” 

Memories began to flood him suddenly. The bodies gone, the 
panic he’d felt in thinking he was insane. Perhaps he was and 
everything he’d experienced as he’d run upstairs was a psychotic 
break with reality. He dropped his head into his hands, unsure of 
what to believe at this point. Maybe this wasn’t a bedroom but a 
rubber room at County General and he was so far gone that he’d never 
find home again. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“I think I’m going insane, Your Highness.” 

“You can call me Elia. Now, Sheriff McCall, why do you 
think you’re going insane?” 

“The bodies. They were gone. No one remembers them but 
me. I brought in the state team and they thought I was nuts. And then 
the attack.” Jason looked up to the male. “Are my people alright?” 

“Your people are fine. Some with a little less blood, but 
they’re going to be okay. We sent in a few guards and healers to 
assist them.” Elia sat down on the bed beside him and Jason suddenly 
felt even more uncomfortable. Elia didn’t seem to notice his 
uneasiness. “Hell Demons and Vamps are very skilled at erasing 
memories. They apparently removed the bodies from your morgue 
and erased the memories from your staff. So, you aren’t crazy, 
although I can understand why you’d think so.” 

“T killed one of those—things. A vampire. It was going to 
attack me and I just—lost it. I don’t remember much.” 

“As a Soul Collector, you have the power of white light within 
you. The power of good over evil. It attacks their darkness, and 
depending on how powerful you are versus how powerful they are, 
you could potentially be able to kill them with it. Least of all, you can 
harm them.” 


Another memory hit Jason. “I hit you. With that light. And 
nothing happened.” 

“You can only harm that which is evil with your power.” 

Jason still wasn’t completely sold. “So you’re a good guy?” 

“T’ve only been telling you that for days. Still going to arrest 
me?” 

“Perhaps. Abduction is a crime, you know. Also, theft of 
clothing seems to be on the list as well.” 

“T rather like you without clothes. But they were covered with 
your blood. They’re being cleaned and should be ready soon.” 

Jason glanced around the room, suddenly feeling very self- 
conscious. “So, you’re really royalty?” 

“T’m the Crown Prince of Kallypso.” 

“Where is that?” 

“Far, far away from your world.” 

“Another planet? Yeah. This is a dream.” Jason wondered 
where his mind had conjured up such a fantastical world. Perhaps it 
was an amalgamation of all the places he’d visited over the years with 
the Army. 

Elia reached over and pinched him hard. The bite of pain 
seared through him and he jerked his arm away. Rubbing a hand over 
the raw patch of skin, he allowed everything he’d seen since he had 
awoken to filter into his mind. 

“This isn’t adream. And it’s not another planet but another 
dimension. You are on my home world of Kallypso.” Elia looked up 
at him from the bed. “I knew you would be weakened by your first 
use of power. I only brought you here to keep you safe.” 

“When are you returning me?” 

“PII take you back as soon as you’re ready.” 

Jason watched as lust once again filled Elia’s gaze, as that 
regard roamed his body from top to bottom and back up again. 

“Would you like something to eat? I can have the kitchens 
bring up a tray.” Elia’s eyes were trained on his cock, which had 
been slowly filling from the moment the demon had walked through 
the door. 

“Will you stay and eat with me? Perhaps answer a few 
questions I have?” He wasn’t ready to be alone just yet. Even though 
he felt uncomfortable standing around in his underwear, he liked the 
company. Freak or not. 


Elia’s eyebrow cocked in response, seemingly not expecting 
that request. “But of course.” 

Jason watched as Elia ordered a tray of food to be brought up, 
noting the confident manner the male had about him. His cock 
thickened more as he observed him. He was truly a handsome being, 
but Jason wondered if it was indeed a false face hiding something 
more sinister. 

“Tt will only be a few moments,” Elia stated before his eyes 
cast down and he noticed Jason’s burgeoning erection. He began an 
approach, but Jason took a step back. 

“What exactly are you, Elia?” 

Elia’s eyes grew black as onyx as his canines lengthened 
slightly. Horns that resembled slightly narrower ram’s horns began to 
curl out from his forehead and rounded beside his head. Claws had 
burst from his fingers. 

“This is what Iam. I’m an Air Demon.” 

“And this is your true face? It doesn’t get worse?” 

“This is it. What were you expecting?” 

“I saw Molock in his real state. It was much worse than this.” 

“Molock is a Hell Demon. He’s nothing like me.” Elia 
retracted all his demon attributes, quickly morphing back into his 
more human-esque state. 

“There is good and evil amongst demons? That’s not what my 
Sunday school teacher taught me.” 

“Just like humans, there is good and evil amongst our kind. 
The good pretty well leave humans alone, so your kind has only seen 
the bad. So, the assumption is, we’re all bad, which is far from the 
truth.” 

“Air Demons, good. Hell Demons, bad?” 

“Tt’s a little more complicated than that. When the Fallen fell 
from the heavens into Hell, some demons from all branches followed 
them in, seeking the power the Fallen supposedly had stolen on their 
descent. Most of the demons came from the Earth and Fire Realms, 
which already leaned toward an evil nature. But, even some of the 
Air and Water demons followed, when we are higher on the 
hierarchy.” 

“Hierarchy?” 

“Even more complicated. But long story short, a lot of the 
beings humans think aren’t real actually are. Heaven and the angels 


are at the top, followed by the Fae. Then Air and Water Demons, 
followed by Humans. Earth and Fire Demons are then followed by 
Vampires. And then there is Hell and its inhabitants at the bottom.” 

“And these creatures live amongst us without us knowing? 
Come on, that sounds a bit too unreal.” 

“All of their worlds are on different dimensional planes 
connected together through energy ribbons, which we use as portals 
between worlds. Humans are the only entities unable to connect with 
those bands. We don’t so much live amongst you, although some do, 
but we can travel through your dimension. That’s why there have not 
only been sightings of otherworldly creatures on Earth recently, but 
for many years before also.” 

“That’s a lot of a story to swallow.” 

“Tt is. And I don’t expect you to believe it all at once.” Elia 
gazed into his eyes and Jason saw no guile there. The look heated 
over and he felt the same connection he’d felt the night he’d met the 
demon. There was something that called out to him, made him yearn 
to touch this male. It was unlike anything he’d ever experienced. 

A knock came to the door, breaking the spell. Jason jumped 
into the bed to cover himself, his gaze drifting to Elia. A servant 
came in, a rolling trolley before him. He moved to a round table in 
the corner of the room and began to place plates of food and drink 
down. He silently left, after asking Elia if there was anything else. 

Elia eyed Jason, desire simmering in his gaze and suddenly, 
Jason wasn’t quite so hungry. Not for food, anyway. He hadn’t had 
sex since returning to his hometown, afraid the small town gossip 
would ruin his career. It had been four years of self-inflicted 
abstinence. Masturbation had only carried him so far. Here, on a 
whole other world, he didn’t feel the chains that surrounded him on a 
daily basis. For once, he felt free to chase after completion without 
having to worry about his reputation. 

Here, he could be himself. Jason let out a shaky breath, lust 
swamping him at the thought. Even if it hadn’t been four years, the 
draw was so strong he suspected he’d have felt the same pull to the 
demon. His abstinence wasn’t the total reason behind how strongly 
he felt. 

“Are you hungry?” Elia’s gaze said he was hungry, for Jason. 

“Not for anything on that table.” 


“And just what is it you want?” Elia’s hand began to slide 
across the top of the covers, closing in on Jason’s leg. Elia began to 
morph once more, his eyes darkening and his horns and teeth 
elongating. 

“What’s happening?” Jason stiffened as he looked at Elia. 

“Strong emotion causes the shift. I want you, and I’m 
showing it.” 

“Those teeth—what do you do with those teeth?” 

“Once, we used them in battle with our enemies. Now, we 
only use them to claim our mate, a quick bite that is by no means 
painful. You have nothing to worry about. I won’t bite you. Yet.” 

Jason swallowed. Even though the thought of getting bit was 
startling, there was something else there that was darkly seductive. A 
part of him was intrigued by the prospect and his self-conscious 
screamed in his head, telling him how wrong he was for wanting it. 
Shaking it off, he chose to succumb to the pleasure he knew the 
demon could provide, instinctively knowing Elia wouldn’t do 
anything he didn’t want to have happen. “Then show me how badly 
you want me. Come here and suck my cock.” 

Elia paused, an eyebrow rising regally at the demand. Jason 
was a man used to giving orders, so like Elia. They would eventually 
have a power struggle, but for now, he relaxed as Elia followed his 
command and did as he was expected. Apparently, the need the 
demon felt overrode his need to be in control. Elia rose to his hands 
and knees, pulling the sheets out of his way as he prowled ever closer. 
One of his hands blazed a trail along Jason’s thigh, stopping on the 
band to his boxer-briefs. Their eyes met for a moment, a silent pause 
solely for permission. When Jason nodded his assent, Elia pulled the 
fabric down, allowing his erection to pop out of the cotton confines. 

As soon as it was freed, Jason’s cock swelled further, the 
length filling with blood, looking red and angry. It rose to his 
abdomen, the tip coming just above his navel. The purple crest 
leaked pearls of fluid as Jason had withheld his lusts for so long, the 
need to come overwhelming. His body was desperate for satiation, 
his abstinence having nearly killed him. 

Elia swooped down and ringed the head with his tongue 
before swallowing half the length down his throat. Jason gasped at 
the sensation, his hips rising as he fed his cock to the male. Elia 
swallowed more, suckling the length deep, and the breath knocked 


from Jason’s lungs. Thoughts swirled in his mind, how wrong all this 
was, considering just moments ago he’d questioned his own sanity. 
His mind was in overload. He didn’t want to think, he just wanted to 
feel. 

And to forget for a little while. 

Forget all the death and danger. Forget that he had to hide 
who he was from everyone he knew. Forget that he was being slowly 
pulled into a world that was foreign to him and he didn’t know how to 
stop it from escalating. 

For this one moment, he could wash the worry from his mind 
and give in to his body’s needs. Yes, it was selfish, but he needed a 
moment to ease his frustration and get his head on straight. Closing 
his eyes, he reveled in the feeling of Elia’s mouth on him, his cock 
enveloped in sweet heaven. He opened his gaze once more, his eyes 
locking on Elia’s blackened stare. The demon’s eyes seemed to glow 
somewhat, entrancing him. This time, Jason let some of the power 
wash over him, but didn’t allow it to completely take over. 

Reaching out, Jason moved to entwine his fingers in Elia’s 
dark brown locks, the short curls twisting around each digit. He 
urged the demon on. Desire was swirling at the base of his spine and 
he needed more. Elia submitted, his mouth moving over him faster, 
his cheeks hollowing as he suckled him deep, the slurping sounds of 
him swallowing his cock echoing in the room and only making him 
hotter. 

Electricity arced through him, the frizzles and tingles of 
energy zipping across his skin as well. Goose bumps coated his arms, 
his release building within him. He stood on the precipice, ready to 
dive off and pump his cum down Elia’s throat. 

Until Elia released his cock with a pop. 

Jason groaned, the satisfaction he’d needed only a thrust or 
two away. He pulled Elia back to his cock, needing to come, needing 
to blow off the steam that had been building for far too long. 

But Elia was having none of it. “Either we go about this the 
right way, or we stop right now.” 

“Ugh! I just want to come. Finish the job.” 

Elia pressed his lips to Jason’s sac, nibbling the skin against 
his tightened balls. “This is by no means an ‘I’m going to suck you 
off moment.’ It’s too early to blow your load now, cowboy.” 

“Cowboy?” 


“Tf it looks like a cowboy, sounds like a cowboy, then it’s a 
cowboy. That Stetson is mighty sexy, sheriff.” Elia picked up 
Jason’s hat and plopped it on his head. Jason snickered. It was a 
rather sexy hat and he knew he looked damned good in it. Jason 
reached for it, grimacing as Elia pulled it just out of his grasp. 

“Oh, now we play games?” 

“Why not? You afraid you can’t win, sheriff?” Lust twinkled 
in Elia’s eyes as he twisted the Stetson in his hand. 

Jason jerked, pulling Elia under him and snatching his hat 
from him. Sliding it onto his own head, he lowered to drop a quick 
kiss to Elia’s mouth. He leaned back, his eyes locking onto the 
demon’s. A tremor ran through Jason’s body, his need ratcheting ever 
higher. 

“Elia, I haven’t had sex in a very long time.” He wasn’t sure 
why he’d just said that, but he was so on edge, it was almost an 
apology. He was in no mindset for slow and seductive. He needed to 
ease the ache that ate at him so he could focus on the task at hand. 
But, he yearned for a gentle moment as well, something to fill the 
empty void he’d felt for so long, even though he knew this was 
neither the time nor the place for it. 

Elia smiled slowly, his head lifting from the bed. Soft lips 
caressed Jason’s and he closed his eyes at the tender sensation. A 
lump formed in his throat as the kiss continued, gradually heating up. 
Sighing into the exquisite feeling, Jason was shocked when Elia’s 
tongue pressed between his lips and swirled around his tongue. 

Jason pulled from the kiss and sat up, straddling Elia. His 
cock was still exposed, the hip hugging boxer-briefs riding low under 
his sac. He felt overdressed with Elia still clothed. His hands itched 
to touch the male, and he needed Elia just as naked as he was. 
Shaking fingers before him, he began to gather Elia’s soft shirt and 
slowly pulled it over his head, revealing a taut chest and firm 
stomach. A small patch of dark hairs swirled between his pecs and 
disappeared as they arrowed down, reappearing just above the 
waistline of his jeans. Jason rolled to Elia’s side, intent on viewing 
every inch of the delectable male. 

Running his fingers over the hairs, he followed the path they 
marked out on Elia’s body, his fingers running over the tightly packed 
muscles on the way down. When his fingers stopped at the edge of 
the firm denim, his thumb rubbed over the golden disc, popping it 


from between the hole it was clasped in. He grasped the zipper, 
holding his breath in anticipation of what was behind the teeth. 

The outline of a long, thick cock had been apparent before, so 
Jason was sure he’d not be disappointed. He couldn’t wait to see it in 
the flesh, feel the length of the male in his hands. Elia wore no 
underwear, and the head popped out rather quickly, surprising Jason. 
Thickly veined, Elia’s cock was about the same length as his own, but 
had more breadth. It bobbed above him, heavy and erect, a small 
bead of pre-cum forming at the crest. 

Jason traced his fingers over the organ, amazed that it looked 
so much like his own. He smeared the small drops of cum along the 
shaft, relishing in the feel of silken skin over the hardened flesh. 
Jason wasn’t quite sure what he’d expected, but everything about the 
male was new to him. Looking over his body was an exploration of 
new terrain. His fingers ran up and down the length, watching Elia’s 
reactions to the gentle touches, reveling in the sighs and intakes of 
breath he heard, learning what his lover liked. 

Pressing a tentative tongue to a new pearl of fluid, he rolled it 
over the crown. The taste was interesting, not as salty as men he’d 
experienced in the past. Sucking more of the length in his mouth, he 
began to mimic the actions Elia had given him just moments before. 
His own cock felt like it would burst with desire; his balls ached with 
raw need, tightening to his body. But Elia had been right, he couldn’t 
abuse the male under him. Mutual satisfaction was only fair, no 
matter how long it had been for him. 

His lips wrapped firm along the width and he pulled Elia’s 
dick farther down his throat, as far as he could take him. Fingers 
speared his own hair, egging him on to a faster pace, which he was 
obliged to agree to. Lust swamped him, the urging of Elia’s hands 
pushing him faster and faster, controlling him, was unlike the 
controlled sexual situations he’d experienced before. He was used to 
being the one in control, not being used in this way. Building a rapid 
tempo, Jason could feel Elia’s body tensing. 

“Your mouth is wicked. I’m going to come.” 

Releasing his cock, Jason lifted his head to see an ire-filled 
black gaze. He wasn’t sure how he could sense the emotion in the 
dark depths, but nothing was withheld from him. 

“Tit for tat?” 


“Alls fair in love and war, freak.” Jason smiled at him, but it 
drifted from his face as he saw hurt ease into Elia’s eyes. Hints of 
blue twinkled in the black and he wondered if his words had cooled 
Elia’s ardor. 

“Do you really still think I’m a freak, Jason?” 

Did he? He didn’t know exactly what he thought. He really 
hadn’t had time to internalize it all. Trusting his gut once again, he 
believed the things Elia had told him, sensed that he wasn’t a threat. 
But the whole story was a lot to take and Jason hadn’t had time to sort 
it all out. 

No, he didn’t think Elia was a freak. 

“Never mind. If it takes you that long to think about an 
answer, then apparently you do.” Elia moved, rising on his arms to 
look at Jason. 

“No, I don’t.” 

“Just like any other human male, you’ll say what you need to 
in order to get laid. No thanks.” Elia jumped from the bed, tucking 
his cock back into his pants and zipping them. 

“Tve been knee-deep in all kinds of fucked up crap the last 
few weeks. Then you dropped a lot more shit on me just now. I’m 
still trying to mentally get through all this mire and didn’t really want 
to have to think for a little bit. I wanted to forget it all. A quick, fast 
fuck to forget it all. I’m sorry I called you a freak. I don’t exactly 
know how I feel about you, but I don’t think you’re a freak. Not like 
Molock and the others.” 

“You don’t know how you feel about me but you can fuck me 
to forget it all? Have I got that quite right?” Anger lit Elia’s now 
blue gaze. 

“Yes! Okay? I haven’t had sex in four years because I live in 
small-county purgatory and they wouldn’t take kindly to their sheriff 
being gay. There’s been a current between us since we met. So, I’m 
damned sorry I took advantage of the moment when I didn’t have to 
worry about every one of my neighbors knowing I like to fuck guys 
up the ass. Yeah, I wanted to forget all the shit I’ve been dealing with 
for the past couple of weeks for a few minutes. With you. I wanted 
to get lost in your body. What’s so fucking wrong with that?” 

Elia stood before him, his mouth slack as he seemed to take in 
what Jason said. A sly smile began to form over his lips. “You 
certainly cuss a lot when you’re angry, sheriff.” 


Surprised by the response, Jason reared back from the 
argument, his brows creasing. “I’m sorry if I’m too abrupt. It’s who I 
am. If I’ve offended your royal sensibilities, you’ ll just have to get 
over it.” 

Elia was thoughtful a moment. It looked as if there were 
words on his lips he was holding back. “I’m not used to men like 
you. You’re rough around the edges, hardened by a completely 
different world and a secret you’re burdened to carry. And you’re 
right. I dropped a landmine in your lap and you’ve handled it better 
than I suppose most would.” 

“Did you just say I’m right? Sounds almost apologetic.” 

“Don’t push it.” The anger in Elia’s gaze softened a bit more. 
“I want you, Jason.” 

“T think we’re past it at this point.” Jason’s hard cock thought 
otherwise, but he wasn’t about to jump back into bed after what had 
been said. No matter how much he still wanted Elia. 

“The moment may have passed for now, but I want you. I 
want you for more than a few mere minutes for you to forget the 
world around you.” 

“Like you said. We come from two different worlds, Your 
Highness. I’m not sure we could ever have more than a few minutes.’ 
Jason dreamed of a world where he could have more than that. But he 
doubted it was something he’d see any time in the near future. 

“The Soul Collector that my brother found, Jamie, well there 
is a prophecy about him. He is expected to gather others like himself 
to help us fight the Hell Demon Horde. The vamps and demons in 
your county are just a small taste of what’s really to come. They’re 
rallying to take over the Earth before setting their sights on the other 
dimensions.” 

“Whoa, whoa.” Jason put his hands up, palms facing Elia. “I 
need to focus on my home right now. I need to know my neighbors 
are safe from Molock and whatever he’s got going on down there. I 
think I’m at my limit as far as what I can handle right now.” 

“If the Hell Demons win, there won’t be a home for you to 
protect.” Elia sighed and ran a hand through his hair. “P1 ask my 
brothers and Jamie to help. We won’t leave your home until it’s safe. 
And then perhaps, you can think about helping us.” 

“No promises. [I'll think about it. I’ve never seen myself as a 
save the world kind of guy.” 


+ 


“I doubt anyone ever has.” 


Chapter Seven 


Elia felt annoyed. No longer angry with Jason, he was more 
upset over his own emotional response to what the man had said 
earlier. If he hadn’t been fighting the growing attraction he felt for 
Jason, he wouldn’t have erupted, a rash swing on the emotional scale 
thanks to hurt feelings. Jason was right. It had been a chance for 
them both to forget all the craziness that surrounded them for a few 
moments, to find bliss in each other, if only for a few minutes. 

Instead, he’d taken the sheriff's words too personally and 
forgotten the fact that he owed nothing to Elia. Not yet. Elia sensed 
the connection between them both. Jason seemed to recognize it as 
well and had said as much. And the way to develop that was not to 
act like a spoiled ass demanding a vow of feelings from a man who 
had too much on his plate to even worry about what tomorrow 
brought. 

Patience was not a virtue he possessed. He’d never been one 
to wait for what he wanted, but rather one to rush out and grab it and 
take that which he thought was his. It was a family trait, one that had 
ruined many a chance at happiness. His brother had seemed to 
conquer it, so he needed to as well. 

The next time he had the opportunity to ease some of the 
sheriff’ s pain, he wouldn’t doubt the words and would accept the 
experience for what it was, a chance to bond with the man. If there 
was a next time, of course. 
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Jason followed Elia deeper into the castle, his feet padding on 
the thick runner that covered the dark gray of the stone. Torches were 
lit down the corridors, making Jason feel he was stepping into a 
medieval nightmare, the flickering light giving the space a creepy 
vibe. The more they walked, the more he heard a pounding noise and 
cries coming at a distance. The sounds increased the farther they 
went. 

Elia opened two large wooden doors and a battle was being 
fought before them. Jason reached for his gun, but Elia’s hand stayed 
him. Apparently they had walked into what appeared to be a training 
room of some sort. Males and females fought one another, but with a 
lack of violence that a true battle would have shown. Some of the 
groups fought hand-to-hand, whereas others were using a blue energy 


ball he’d seen Elia use the night they’d met to shoot at objects 
mounted on steel poles along the walls. As Elia walked down the 
center row, the participants stopped and bowed to him. Eyes around 
them lifted to Jason as he walked behind the male, and the curiosity 
on their faces made him feel a bit uncomfortable. 

“Are all these people demons like you?” Jason hissed as 
quietly as he could. 

Elia stopped and swung around, facing Jason. “Yes. They’re 
all like me. Warriors training to face the Hell Demons.” 

Jason felt ire in Elia’s voice, but had only asked in curiosity. 
Would he ever win? Instead of responding he looked around at the 
males and females gathered there before facing Elia once more. 

“Do you feel uncomfortable being here, Jason?” 

“No. I don’t.” 

Elia’s eyes sought something in Jason’s face. Then his eyes 
and face relaxed and a slight smile touched his lips. “Good.” 

Elia whipped around and began walking at a more brisk pace 
until he entered another room at the back of the arena. A man that 
looked much like Elia looked over the shoulder of a blond male 
seated and reading from an ancient tome. Graeae, the male that had 
collected Elia the night he’d met him rested along a far wall, anger 
filling his face. They’d apparently been discussing something. 
Tension filled the air. “Ios, Jamie, I’d like you to meet Jason. 
Graeae, I believe you’ve already met the sheriff. Jamie, he’s a Soul 
Collector.” 

Both males at the desk stopped what they were doing and 
stared at Jason. Graeae stood stoically, not responding in any way. 

The blond male reached out a hand, a smile spreading across 
his features. “I’m Jamie. It’s a pleasure to meet someone else like 
myself.” 

Jason tentatively took the hand in his, a wave of raw power 
hitting him as the man gripped his. “You’re the other Soul 
Collector?” 

“Yes. Elia has told you about me already?” 

“He told me you might be able to help me with a problem I 
have.” 

As Jason shook Ios’s hand, Elia explained the situation in 
Jefferson County. Both men were clearly interested in what Molock 
was doing there. Jason watched Elia as he spoke, the clarity with 


which he relayed the issues making him relax. He was amongst 
people that really could help him, where the truth could be laid out 
before them, hiding nothing. Finally, he felt like they were getting 
somewhere. Peace could be brought to his home and he could relax 
once more. 

“If the vamps have aligned with them, we have a bigger 
problem on our hands. We need to investigate.” Jamie looked lost in 
thought as he spoke before his eyes lifted to watch Jason for a 
moment. “How long have you known you were a Soul Collector?” 

“A few days, but ’ve—” 

“A few days? Do you even know how to use any of your 
powers yet?” 

“No, but I seemed to do alright killing the vampires that 
attacked my office yesterday.” 

“They openly attacked you?” Jamie asked. 

“A bunch of them were drinking from my deputies when I 
came in and attempted to take me down as well. I went all bright and 
the vampire at my neck exploded. The others were burned and fled.” 

“You must be getting too close to Molock. He’ll now know 
what you are.” Jamie’s brow wrinkled. 

Ios settled onto the edge of the desk, his eyes roaming over 
Jason as he sat. “So, you were able to use your light to simply 
eradicate the vamps? That’s good to know.” Ios’s eyes went to 
Jamie, concern filling his features. It was then that he realized the 
two were a couple. Envy spiked in his chest for a moment before he 
released it, knowing it just wasn’t meant for him. Not now. There 
was too much at stake to worry about a happily ever after. 

“T’ve told Jason we would help him. It would give us the 
opportunity to see how deep this connection goes and how 
widespread it is. And how it impacts the war.” Elia’s eyes went to 
Jason’s. 

Jason’s spike of envy was replaced with a spike of lust. He 
released that as well. That moment was gone, a bad case of blue balls 
or not. “The more time we waste here, the more danger my neighbors 
are in. We need to work fast.” 

Jamie cut him off. “We can’t just run in blind.” 

“Humans are disappearing from Jackson, some show up dead 
in my county a while later. They’ve already turned my neighbors into 
fr—vampires.” He paused as he felt Elia stiffen beside him. “I found 


their hideout, but Molock found Elia and me there, so he’s probably 
not heading out there any longer. We can start there.” He’d been 
planning to take the State Forensics Team out there the day before, 
but hadn’t had the chance. 

“Then I suppose that’s where we start.” Jamie closed the old 
tome and placed it into a secured box in the wall. They both rounded 
the desk as Graeae opened one of the thresholds Jason had seen them 
escape through the night they met. 

Ios and Jamie stepped through together without thought. 
Graeae urged Jason through, but he’d never entered one before and 
felt nervous. A hand slipped into his and he looked down at Elia’s 
firm grip. 

“Come on, sheriff. Let’s go.” 
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Low rays from the setting sun cast the old abandoned shack 
and barn in shadows. The place already had an eerie ambiance to it 
before the lack of illumination added to the charm. Elia could feel the 
sensation of forgotten power emanating from the barn, where Jason 
had since told him he’d witnessed a gruesome ceremony of some sort 
occurring. 

Walking toward that direction, Elia felt the power pulling at 
him. He stopped just feet from the door. “Jamie, the night Molock 
caught us, he rushed in here for something, but I couldn’t find him or 
anything out of place once we were done. There may be something I 
missed. I want to give it the once over, but we can cover more ground 
if we split up.” 

“Tos and I can check out the house while the three of you 
check the barn.” 

Elia watched as Jason’s teeth clenched. He assumed Jason 
was used to being in charge and was struggling taking the passenger 
seat right now, but they knew a hell of a lot more about demons and 
vampires than he did. He needed to let them do their thing. Elia 
smiled inwardly as Jason seemed to relax with each passing step. 

The sheriff might anger easily, but he calmed just as quickly 
and didn’t seem to hold grudges. He’d seemed to be taking almost 
everything that was occurring in stride, accepting all the craziness 
around him and doing what needed to be done instead of screaming in 
madness. Hopefully, he would join them once they’d put a stop to 
whatever Molock was doing here. He’d already shown a glimpse of 


what his power could be. With training and guidance he could be an 
incredible asset. 

Graeae rolled open the large bay doors and they all entered the 
space. Musty hay and the scent of mildew permeated the place, along 
with the remnants of animal scents from the past. No creatures, 
Earth-bound or not, were in the barn now. Elia reached out, searching 
for the source of the leftover power he felt surging there. Something 
remained and it could be the clue they needed to find Molock. 

“Elia, the power here is odd.” Graeae looked above them at 
the rafters. 

“T feel it, too. The demons left something here.” 

“The power I sense isn’t demonic. It’s Fae.” 

“Fae? What the hell is Fae? Do you mean fairies?” Jason 
stopped in the middle of the barn, his face incredulous. He turned to 
Elia. “I know you gave me the run down earlier, but I didn’t put two 
and two together. Really? Fairies? I’ve had to accept good and evil 
demons, as well as vampires in the past week and now you tell me 
we’ ve got to deal with fucking fairies?” 

A noise above them had all three looking up. Elia dropped 
into a fighting stance, trying to locate the reason for the noise. He 
saw nothing, but as he checked the others, he saw Jason leveling his 
gun and Graeae had an energy ball in his hands, at the ready. He 
pointed to the ladder then motioned for either of them to go to 
opposite sides of the barn to watch for an uninvited guest. 

Elia had barely risen four rungs when a shot rang out and an 
energy ball whizzed past his head. Looking up, Elia cringed as he 
watched a male slide down the ladder, heading straight for him. 
Blackness swamped him on impact. 


Chapter Eight 


Jason rushed to capture the man but was nowhere quick 
enough to apprehend him. The guy hauled ass, running out of both 
his and Graeae’s reach easily. The figure looked human enough, but 
moved with an ethereal grace and speed that was pointedly not 
human. No man on Earth could run that fast. Graeae leapt at the 
figure before he could get out of the door and tackled him to the 
ground, surprising Jason. The Captain landed atop the guy. Pinned to 
the ground, the male settled, a stream of curses coming from his lips 
in a language Jason didn’t understand as Graeae settled more of his 
weight on him. 

Jason holstered his gun and ran over to Elia, who seemed to be 
rousing. Kneeling beside him, Jason helped Elia sit up and checked 
him over. Worry had filled him as he’d seen the man heading straight 
for Elia. His initial concern had been for Elia not to be hurt versus 
worrying about the stranger getting away. The reaction humbled him 
for a moment. Elia was starting to get under his skin. 

Raising three fingers before Elia, he eyed the male. “How 
many fingers am I holding up?” 

“T’m fine, Jason.” 

Jason eyed the bruise and cut on Elia’s forehead. He brought 
a hand to it to dust some of the hay and dirt from the spot. His eyes 
met Elia’s at the touch and heat spread through him as fire was 
returned in the gaze looking back at him. 

“T’m not fine, Elia. I haven’t been since I met you.” 

He watched Elia swallow roughly. “Is that good or bad?” 

Jason was quiet fora moment. “Good. I think. But the jury’s 
still out.” 

“Jason!” Graeae screamed as the man below him began to 
fight again, flipping Graeae on his back and straddling him. The man 
landed a punch to Graeae’s face before jumping up and running out 
the open barn door. Jason gave chase through the failing light. A few 
paces in, the man disappeared into thin air. Slowing to a stop, he 
heard Graeae running to meet him. 

“Dammit!” Graeae began to open a threshold, as if he were 
connecting to whatever it was that the man had vanished into, but the 
portal wouldn’t open completely. “I wasn’t close enough. I lost 
him.” 


“What was he?” Jason was so new to this world. Men didn’t 
just disappear into thin air. At least none of the ones he knew so far. 

“He appeared part Fae. But he didn’t dress or speak like a Fae 
being, so I’m not sure.” 

“So, you just got your ass beat by a fairy?” Jason said the 
words aloud before thinking and looked to the demon, hoping he 
hadn’t pissed him off. Jason really didn’t want to contend with that 
energy ball they seemed to be able to manifest whenever they wanted. 

The stoic demeanor Graeae seemed to carry around was intact. 
There was no anger or any other emotion there. Graeae had never 
shown any emotion around him except mild scorn. 

Then a smile seemed to play with the male’s lips, but was 
gone before Jason was sure it ever existed. “Halfling. They’re called 
Halflings. And he didn’t beat my ass. He ran away.” Graeae rubbed 
his chin where the Halfling had punched him moments before. 

“Did you get any information out of him?” 

“He refused to answer my questions, other than insisting he 
wasn’t working with Molock.” 

“You believe him?” 

Graeae stared out into the abyss, in the direction the Halfling 
had disappeared, quiet for a moment. “Fae are one step away from 
angelic and quite far from Hell. They typically don’t have anything to 
do with demons, good or evil. Anything’s possible, I suppose. But 
my gut tells me he was telling me the truth.” 

“Hey, get in here!” A voice sounded from behind them. 

Jason turned back to the barn at Elia’s shout and walked back, 
Graeae on his heels. Once inside, he saw Elia holding open a metal 
door that had been hidden under the hay coating the floor. Pulling his 
gun from his holster, Jason inched close to the edge. He grasped his 
flashlight from his belt and pointed both down into the darkened 
recesses. A metal rung ladder lined one wall, but all he could see 
below it was inky blackness. 

“Any idea where it may lead?” Elia looked to Jason 
hopefully. 

“None. Seems we have an exploration on our hands.” Jason 
felt a cold chill run up his spine. 

“PI get Ios and Jamie,” Graeae spit out before walking toward 
the house. 


Elia stared at Jason, concern filling his face. “Before we head 
down there, I think you should know that I haven’t been fine since I 
met you either.” 

“Elia, you want more than I can give.” 

“And if I could accept what you offered?” 

“You deserve more.” 
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Elia was taken aback by the statement. Gone was the word 
freak as well as the attitude that had come with it. Perhaps there was 
a glimmer of hope that it could be more, after all. He just needed to 
show the human what a future together could look like. If Jason came 
with them to wage war on Hell, he’d have the time to show him 
exactly how good it could be. “Yes, I do deserve more. But I’ll take 
what I can have.” 

Jason reached out and ran his thumb over Elia’s lower lip and 
the sensation immediately zipped to Elia’s cock. It thickened, 
desiring the man’s touch once more. Elia closed his eyes and 
remembered the feel of Jason’s mouth on him, sucking him deep into 
his throat, wanting so badly to go back to that moment and not allow 
sentiment to get in the way of them experiencing each other’s bodies. 
He’d been such a fool. His heartbeat hammered in his chest as he 
sensed Jason growing closer, needing to feel the touch of his lips on 
his own. 

Voices began to grow louder as the others approached. Jason 
quickly dropped his hand, moving away as he began to enter the shaft 
of the tunnel. His feet moved to the rusted metal rungs that led into 
nothingness. Elia lifted his fingers to his lip as Jason had his back to 
him, savoring the heat he still sensed on his skin, wanting to hold it 
there forever. 

His body was trembling slightly. Between the heightened 
sexual tension he felt and the anxiety of where that tunnel would lead 
them, he was a jumble of nerves. And if he added in the potential for 
Jason to be hurt down there, it only made him more edgy. Yes, he 
was a Soul Collector, but he was untried and lacked conditioning for 
his talents. Jamie had been fighting demons since he’d been a teen 
and knew how to channel his power. Jason was green in that regard. 
Anything could happen deep down in the earth and Elia just hoped he 
could save the sheriff if the shit hit the fan. 

He sure could have used that kiss before all hell broke loose. 
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The five of them moved through an intricate sewer system that 
Jason hadn’t realized would have been anywhere under his county. 
An hour passed as they wended their way through the mucky water, 
following Jamie’s senses. Jason eyed the man, questions flittering 
around in his mind about what he was. It seemed as good a time as 
any other and he increased his pace until he was side by side with the 
younger man. 

He was nearly half a foot taller than Jamie, but there was some 
inner charisma or power that seemed to radiate from the man that 
equaled them in Jason’s mind. Jamie looked to his right and smiled at 
him, serenity covering his face. Jason wished he felt the same 
tranquility. 

“You’ve got questions.” It was a statement of fact, not a 
question. 

“I do.” 

“So, go ahead.” 

“How long have you known what you are?” 

“Since I was sixteen and saw my best friend die before me. A 
demon tried to steal his soul as I watched and instinctively I fought 
for it. He was the first soul I acquired. He’s still with me, guiding me 
when times are dark.” 

“Guiding you? You talk to him?” 

Jamie eyed him for a moment, his brow creasing. “You don’t 
hear the voices within you?” 

“T’ve heard murmuring since the souls rushed in, but nothing 
clear. I thought it was insanity.” 

“If only it were that simple.” Jamie chuckled and looked 
ahead of him. “They’re a part of you now. They power you. You 
should really attempt to commune with them and learn who they are. 
Only then will you really be able to control your power.” 

“And how do I do that?” 

“T can’t tell you that exactly, only what works for me. I dream 
them sometimes, which I don’t control. Meditation helps. Other 
times, they let themselves be heard. Sometimes to the point I can’t 
hear more than the roar of thousands of voices.” 

“Thousands? I have a few handfuls at best. You have 
thousands?” 


Jamie smiled at him. “War with the Hell Demons will do that 
to you. The more souls you have, the stronger you’ll be.” 

“I’m not sure I want to be stronger. I don’t know if I want to 
be this thing that I am.” Jason hadn’t asked for all this. He just 
wanted to get back to his ordinary life in Jefferson County. Things 
made sense there. And there, he didn’t have to worry about the 
growing feelings he had for a demon. 

“Jason, you have a gift. I didn’t want mine when I first 
learned what I was, who would? I had no one to ask questions, unlike 
you. I stumbled my way through it all. I was an orphan living on the 
streets, battling demons every night instead of being a normal 
teenager learning to drive and going to prom. But it’s who Iam. And 
over time, I embraced it. I wasn’t meant to be normal.” 

Hearing Jamie’s story, Jason felt saddened, especially when he 
thought back to his previous thoughts. Ordinary. All he wanted was 
to go back to being ordinary when this man had never even 
experienced ordinary. 

Jamie eyed him again and he felt the guilt strengthen, hoping 
the younger man couldn’t see what had been in his mind written on 
his face. “You have ex-military written all over you, am I right?” 

“Yes.” 

“And now, you’re a sheriff. You protect and serve. You’ve 
innately become that which you were meant to be. You’re a warrior. 
It’s just that the battle has escalated and your weapons have 
improved. Is being a Soul Collector so out of the ordinary for you?” 

Ordinary. No, it wasn’t out of the ordinary, was it? 

But who would protect and serve Jefferson County if he 
didn’t? And now, after this, there was a whole new level of danger 
that he’d never realized existed. No one was safe. He’d been elected 
by his friends and neighbors to keep them safe. Would he be 
breaking a trust if he left them to the evils of the world? He 
understood the bigger picture. Ultimately, they could be safer if he 
helped Jamie. Yet, it was leaving everything he knew behind him. 

Was he using his position as a crutch, fearful of turning his 
back on everything he knew? He thought about his first day in boot 
camp and how he’d felt then, a drill sergeant screaming in his face. It 
had been a whole new world for him then and he’d been scared 
shitless. But he’d welcomed the chances to serve his country. He’d 


always known he was a protector. Now was his big chance to take it 
to a whole other level. 

A light beckoned before them as they came to another fork in 
the tunnel. To the right was more utter darkness, but to the left there 
seemed to be signs of life. Jamie moved left without question and 
they all followed. The tunnel began to widen into a larger opening 
that held four metal doors. Jamie stepped in front of each one, a hand 
raised before him, as if he was sensing what may be behind them. 

“Jason, come here,” Jamie spat the order over his shoulder. 

Bristling a second at the command, Jason shrugged it off and 
moved closer. 

“Put your hand out before you and try to sense which one to 
open. Tell me what your instinct tells you.” 

Jason eyed Jamie. Sense which one to open? Like I can do 
that. 

“Just be open-minded and trust your gut. Tell us which one.” 

“What if I’m wrong?” 

“Then perhaps we die.” 

“Like I need that guilt.” Jason lifted a hand to the first door, 
having no clue what he was supposed to do. After a few minutes, he 
felt nothing and felt frustration at the madness of what had been asked 
of him. He moved to the next door where he felt a whole lot more 
nothing. Discouraged, he slid over and lifted his hand to the third 
door. A vibration rolled through him and his eyes widened as he 
heard the voices get louder in his mind. 

Approaching the fourth door, he felt nothing again, so he went 
back to the third one and felt the same sensation as before. The 
voices screamed in his head, telling him the answer. “This one.” 

“And how do you know?” 

“The voices tell me it’s the one. So if we die, it’s their fault.” 

“Respect the souls within you. There can be no laying of 
blame.” Jamie shook his head. “And my voices told me the same 
door.” 

Jamie walked to the third door and opened it slowly, a long 
white sword forming in his hand. Shock coursed through Jason as he 
watched the weapon materialize from nothing and appear to be made 
of light. “What is that?” 

“My power, harnessed.” 


Elia was beside them in an instant, a blue orb of energy in his 
hand. “Stay behind us, Jason. Your powers are too new.” 

Jason took his gun out and raised it. “I can take care of 
myself, demon.” 

Elia frowned at him. “Stop being mule-headed and let us do 
what we do.” 

Graeae and Ios crowded them in preparation to rush through 
the door, making Jason bite his tongue. “I can handle myself, Elia.” 

“Fine.” Jason saw the anger simmering in Elia’s eyes. He 
wasn’t a being used to not being followed. “But if you get hurt, it’s 
your own damned fault.” 

Jamie stepped back through the threshold and paused before 
looking over his shoulder. His eyes were large when he looked back 
at them, his face ashen. “I don’t think there’s anything to fight over. 
They’re all dead.” 


Chapter Nine 


Elia pushed past Jamie and into the cavernous space. He 
wasn’t exactly sure what he was even looking at. Dead demons 
littered every space on the floor, bloody pools between them. He 
assumed the pools had once been vampires, but wasn’t sure. Even the 
stairs and metal walkways that crisscrossed the old abandoned factory 
had dead bodies covering them and were dripping with congealed 
blood. There were at least a hundred of them, all dead. Rats had 
already taken the opportunity to feast on the flesh of the deceased, 
which was the only movement in the room. 

Necks were slashed, guts sliced open, and horns literally 
ripped from heads. Blood was everywhere. Elia felt sickened by the 
scene, even though he had practically been about to wage war on 
them as well, leaving them in much the same state. 

What had happened here? 

Stepping over the bodies and trying to avoid the blood, Elia 
wormed deeper into the space, trying to determine what the place was. 
What appeared to be upright coffins stood on end further down the 
space and there were a hundred if not more. Were there more 
vampires inside, lying in wait to harm them? 

He rushed to the closest one, an energy ball in his hand, ready 
to attack. As he opened the coffin with a creak, a body dropped 
before him, crumpling on the floor. Wires were connected all over 
the place, tubes inserted everywhere. Once Elia dropped to the 
ground and moved the body, he realized it was a shaved, naked 
human. It was connected to some sort of life support system as it was 
being drained of blood via the tubes. 

The others opened more of the coffins only to find more of the 
same. 

“What is this?” Jason stepped close, dropping to his knees 
and checking the human for a pulse. “Keeping them alive just to take 
their blood? I barely feel a pulse.” 

“The human body regularly regenerates blood. As long as 
they took just enough to keep them alive, these humans could last a 
long time, feeding the vampires indefinitely.” Elia felt sick as he 
looked around to all the coffins, assuming they were all full. 


Jason began to pull the IV out of the man’s arm, pulling the 
wires off him. “We need to get these people out of here. I have to 
call for back-up.” 

“Tt may be too late for that, Jason.” Elia looked up and saw a 
mass of figures heading their way through a set of double doors at the 
other end of the cavernous room. 

38 2K k K 

A door opened at the back of the room, three men at the front 
of a crowd of people. Deputy Tolliver stood at the head, staring at 
him, and the other two Jason recalled seeing with the Staties. Jason 
sighed with relief: back-up was already there. “Tolliver! We need to 
get these people out of here. How many men are with you?” 

A dozen more men filed in behind the three of them. Jamie 
began to grow his sword once more, the light flooding the room. 

“What are you doing? That’s my deputy. Put your weapon 
down!” Jason ran to stop Jamie, his hand reaching for the Soul 
Collector’s wrist. 

Jamie kept moving, breaking into arun. A scream rent from 
Jamie’s lips as he pushed, full throttle. Jason yanked him but was 
unable to stop him from attacking his men. The sword lifted into the 
air above Tolliver, who reared back, his hands covering his face as 
smoke began to lift from his body. 

All the people covered their faces and had begun to smolder. 
Jason froze to the spot, his head screaming at him but realization not 
hitting him until Tolliver uncovered his face. Long fangs were 
lowered, his skin sizzling in the light of Jamie’s weapon. 

Two more of the vampires charged at Jason and shock 
numbed him as he realized they were his deputies. He was slow to 
react, numbness making him lethargic. As a set of fangs slid into his 
neck, he felt the powerful light take over his body once more, 
becoming brighter and brighter until it blinded him. 

Pain struck him. Not from the bite, but knowing those 
attacking him were his friends. There was no time to do anything but 
react and let the light fill the room. He had no choice or Elia might 
perish. The fate of the world was held in the balance. 

28 2K k K 

Elia watched as two dozen more vampires flooded the hall 
behind the doors. His hands were full with two of the creatures as he 
watched two rush Jason. Fear struck him as they closed in. A scream 


flooded him as a set of teeth began to pierce the sheriff s neck and his 
energy decimated the two vamps before him. 

Running to Jason, he was flattened by a pulse of white light. 
The energy rocked through the room on a bomb-like pulse, flooding 
the whole space with an intense light. Elia was near blind once the 
light subsided, but he could see fires erupting around him. Screams 
echoed all around as the vampires were bursting into flames. 

The bodies of the fallen demons were igniting as the vampires 
fell upon them, the room quickly engulfing in fire. Elia’s sight slowly 
returned and all he could see were dark forms of his friends. 
Worming his way through the fires, he eventually met with three 
other shapes. 

“Jason?” 

“No, it’s Graeae, Ios, and Jamie,” one of them shouted. 

Panic struck him. Quickly moving to where Jason had been 
standing, Elia felt for a body at his feet. His hands finally roamed 
over a heaving chest. Lowering his head, he heard a heartbeat. Elia 
dropped his head before the face he could barely make out. Touching 
his lips to the male, he knew then and there it was Jason. The 
heartbeat had been faint and Jason appeared out of it. 

Elia stood, throwing the male over his shoulder. An eruption 
sounded behind him where the coffins had been and a blast of heat hit 
him as they exploded. Sickness swirled in him in the fact that they 
wouldn’t be able to save the humans these demons had abused, but if 
they didn’t get out of here, the war would be over before it began. 
Another light blasted to his right. A portal was forming. He rushed 
to the safety he hoped that portal contained, running with all his 
might. 

Dropping to his knees as soon as he was through, he felt the 
familiar stone floor of his castle below him. He carefully lowered his 
human and took a few gulps of air, his vision returning stronger after 
a few more moments. As soon as he could see, Elia hovered over 
Jason, trying to see if he was wounded anywhere but found nothing. 

Jason’s green eyes opened and he jerked into an attack stance 
before realizing he was safe and he went slack looking at the others as 
he sat up. They all sat around in shocked silence for a few moments. 

“After all that, we still know little.” Jamie sat on the floor, his 
head in his hands. “Other than they’re using humans for food. A 
human farm.” 


Ios lay down on the stone beside him, lowering his head into 
Jamie’s lap. “Who killed the demons and the vamps? All the ones 
we fought near the end were newly shifted and we know the Light 
Brite over there took care of those monsters.” 

“This isn’t a joke. Some of them were from my office. The 
one who bit me was one of my deputies.” Elia watched as Jason’s 
face contorted in pain as he spoke. “I knew him all my life.” 

Elia reached out to Jason, but the sheriff shrugged him off. 
Jason stood, walking away from them, a cloud of anger surrounding 
him. Elia followed the man, knowing he was in pain. He wanted to 
ease him. He wanted to make it all alright, even though he knew that 
was impossible. Trailing behind as Jason navigated deeper and 
deeper into the castle, he realized they approached his wing. 

“Jason? Jason, stop. You have no idea where you’re even 
going.” 

Jason whirled on him, a punch connecting to his chin. 
Another fist struck him in the cheek before he even had the chance to 
realize what was happening. He brought his hands up to defend 
himself, not ready for the attack. As the next fist flew, Elia grasped 
Jason’s wrist and dropped the human to the floor, using his strength to 
cover him. “Stop this!” 

“Why did you fuckers need to come to my home and screw it 
up?” Jason pulled a hand from Elia’s grip and got in another punch 
before Elia got him back under his control. In seconds, Jason had the 
pair flipped over onto Elia’s back. Jason’s hands wrapped around 
Elia’s throat, his eyes glazing over. “They were my friends. They 
were my fucking friends.” 

Elia culled power into his hand, knowing it wouldn’t hurt 
Jason, but it would be enough to get him to release him. Opening his 
hand, he thrust the energy at the sheriff’ ’s chest. He slid to his feet 
quickly and moved into a defensive stance, ready for the next attack. 
Jason released a cry of battle, his eyes burning white with light. In his 
fists, two blades appeared and came directly at Elia’s chest. Elia 
threw another shot of energy, knocking Jason to the floor. 

“No matter how angry you are at them, it’s not my fault.” 

“Isn’t it? You’re all a bunch of freaks. Death comes around 
you like a plague.” 


“So we’re back to freaks, hmm?” Pain lanced Elia, stronger 
than any of the fists that had flown in his face. ““We’ve done nothing 
but try to help you. We want the death to stop.” 

“They’re farming human beings. They’re killing my friends 
and making them into monsters. If none of you existed, none of this 
would be happening.” Jason dropped his hands, the light fading. He 
dropped to his knees, his shoulders shaking as he sobbed. “I killed 
them all. My friends—they were—monsters. I had no choice.” 

Elia eased closer, not sure if Jason would allow him to 
comfort him in this condition. The pain that lanced his voice was 
raw, his agony at killing those he knew heartbreaking. Jason had 
lashed out at him, but it was quickly forgotten. The man had been in 
pain and had reacted in the only way he knew how. 

“No, Jason, you had no choice.” Lifting a hand to Jason’s 
shoulder, Elia moved closer. He pulled the man into his arms, angling 
the sheriffs head to his shoulder. 

The fight returned to Jason, his hands pushing at Elia. “I hate 
you. All of you. And everything you’ve brought to my life.” 

Elia froze, shocked to the core. Hate? Such a forceful 
emotion, a dagger to the heart. He knew it was pain speaking, that 
Jason didn’t truly mean it, he couldn’t. But it was hard to hear. He’d 
pushed his fury at the physical strikes away, allowing for the pain the 
human held inside, but he couldn’t push the words from his mind. 
Anger coiled in him and his lips opened before he could stop them. 
“Perhaps we should return you to Jefferson County and let you handle 
this fight on your own.” 

“This is your mess to clean up. Your kind. But what else 
should I expect from you? Just go run and hide. Take me back and 
I'll clean up this mess.” 

“Tve told you before that we’re nothing like those beasts.” 
Elia was nose to nose with Jason in a heartbeat, rage fueling him. He 
was past the point of no return, his emotions pushing him to react, 
logic escaping him. “And we haven’t run from anything yet, so why 
would we now?” 

Jason’s mouth on his was a surprise, even more so when his 
tongue slipped inside as the sheriff s hands pulled him close. All his 
anger, his ire, it all flew from him in an instant, the heat of his rage 
transforming into red-hot lust for the human before him. His hands 


sought Jason out, pulling him even closer as he returned the kiss, his 
tongue warring with Jason’s. 

Elia knew this wasn’t the right time for this. Anger-fueled sex 
wasn’t healthy. Again, the human sought to forget his pain, using his 
body to get lost in. 

Was that so wrong, for Jason to turn to him to ease his grief? 
Part of him knew it could strain the connection they had, while the 
other part only wanted to give Jason the solace he desperately needed. 
He immediately decided on the latter, knowing Jason needed release, 
not just in a physical way, but also in a deeply emotional one. 

The sheriff’ s hands were at his zipper. The teeth slid down and 
a hot hand wrapped around his hard length in seconds. Jason pumped 
the length from base to root repeatedly as his balls tightened to the 
base, his need to come almost immediate. The sheriff rushed the 
experience, pain pushing him too far past his own limits. 

“We can’t do this—” 

“Yes, we can. And we will. You’ll not stop me this time, Elia. 
I will have you.” 

“T meant we can’t do this out in the hallway.” Elia pulled 
from Jason’s embrace and stood, pulling his zipper up halfway. 
Holding a hand out before him, he gazed at the human as a wealth of 
emotions rolled across his face. Lust cooled ever so slightly, 
morphing into confusion. Jason’s skin reddened the longer he gazed 
at Elia. 

“I didn’t mean the things I said.” 

Elia reached his hand closer to Jason. “I know you didn’t.” 

Jason stood and took the proffered hand, pulling Elia into his 
embrace. He crushed his mouth to his, his tongue forcing inside, 
tasting him. Hands clasped on either side of Elia’s face, coercing him 
to comply with the human’s wishes. He allowed the kiss to continue, 
submitting himself to Jason’s will for a moment before pulling from 
the kiss. Elia drew Jason behind as he wended down one more hall to 
his rooms and opened the door. As soon as Jason was through, he 
closed and locked it. 

“Take your clothes off,” Jason instructed as he sat back on 
Elia’s bed, seductively lounging back on one elbow as his other hand 
roamed over the front placard of his pants. 

Elia’s brow rose as he let the demand roll over him. There 
was something sexy as hell about it, yet at the same time, he wasn’t a 


male used to taking orders. From anyone. He’d already succumbed 
to the man’s wishes thus far and he didn’t much care to be pushed 
further. 

“And you expect me to do as you say?” 

“I do.” 

Heat boiled in his blood at the challenge. “I think the roles are 
reversed here.” 

“There you go thinking too much, Elia. Just take your fucking 
clothes off.” 

A tremor ran through Elia and his cock thickened even more. 
The head bobbed above the open zipper, the shaft pressing painfully 
against the teeth. Realization hit him. Jason’s world had just been 
flipped upside down and he felt out of control. Here, now, he could 
be in control. Elia weakened, knowing he had to give the human this. 
He had to give him control. Elia reached down to open the gap in his 
jeans farther, widening the vee and getting rid of the pain. His shirt 
came off quickly, his shoes and socks were next. He stood there, 
exposed, feeling more raw and seductive than ever before. 

“Take the pants off.” 

“When will you undress?” 

“When I feel like it. Now, I want you naked before me.” 

Elia pushed the waistband down, the denim rubbing against 
highly sensitive skin. He kicked the material the rest of the way off. 
He could feel the heat of Jason’s gaze roaming over him. 

“Touch yourself.” 

Elia bristled at the command, even though it enflamed him. 
Lust swamped him, his body trembling at the carnality of the sensual 
instruction. His hands moved of their own accord, sweeping up his 
thighs. His mind told him to stop, to rebel against the sheriff s 
demands, but his body wouldn’t listen. Too wrapped up in the 
pleasure already coursing through him, he had no alternative than to 
comply with the dark need. Passing his shaft, he rubbed his chest and 
abdomen, his eyes following the motions of his fingers as they grazed 
along his heated flesh. 

“Lower.” 

Elia moved his hand to his lower abdomen, hovering just 
above the root of his cock. The shaft jerked, the need to be stroked 
intense, but he fought the staggering desire and watched the male 


before him. He knew what was being demanded of him, but he 
needed to make Jason as hot as he was, if not more so. 

The sheriff sprawled on the bed, the thick imprint of his cock 
pressing against the material of his khaki pants. The human had lost 
his Stetson somewhere in the melee in the underground lair. He 
didn’t need it to be sex incarnate: the uniform was enough. Blood 
covered his clothing, smattered across the golden star emblazoned on 
his chest, which twinkled in the light of the rising moons. Silver 
handcuffs twinkled from the leather case at his hip and made Elia 
lightheaded, thinking of being completely at the human’s mercy. 

Jason looked too calm, too collected. His body was static, and 
it didn’t even appear that his chest moved with breath to fill his lungs. 
His hand at his cock had stopped as his eyes roamed over Elia. A 
heavy weight filled the air as he continued to watch Jason, waiting for 
some sign that he was as affected as Elia, that the lust the permeated 
the air was not one sided. 

Elia could wait no longer, palming his cock and running his 
hand along the length. It was then that he saw Jason shudder, his own 
cock stretching the material even more. Elia sighed in relief, knowing 
he couldn’t keep up the game much longer. 

“Jason?” Elia needed the sheriff as naked as he, needed to feel 
his body touch his. 

“Keep touching yourself for me.” 

With knees that felt like rubber, Elia somehow kept standing, 
his hand moving over his cock. He pumped the flesh, trying to slow 
as he felt the rush of cum along his length. Pinching the base, he 
stopped himself from release, needing to touch and be touched before 
he would spill his load. 

“Why did you stop? I wanted to see you come. Show me 
what you like.” 

“T won’t come until you’re as naked as I. I want you inside 
me.” 

Jason stood quickly, unbuttoning his shirt as he moved before 
kicking off his shoes. In moments, the lightly haired chest Elia 
remembered was visible, the tight bands of muscles thick as he held 
on tightly to his control. The gun belt was next and Jason lowered the 
weapon carefully to the floor. 

Elia stepped closer to Jason, stilling the human’s hands. He 
wanted to finish the process. He released the belt and unzipped the 


sheriff's pants, his eyes never leaving Jason’s gaze. As the thick shaft 
pressed against his hand, he pushed the fabric away and reached in to 
grasp his dick, pumping it just as he had himself moments before. 
Elia released his cock and pushed the waistband of Jason’s pants and 
underwear down, lowering himself to his knees to pull Jason’s feet 
from the pants, taking the socks as he did. 

Looking forward, Elia was eye to eye with Jason’s engorged 
cock. He gathered the root in his hand and swallowed as much of the 
long shaft as he could, sucking the length as he moved. Jason’s hands 
dug into his hair, setting the tempo he needed. Elia allowed the 
sheriff to have what he wanted for a few moments, slowing as he felt 
Jason getting too close, too soon. Jason’s body trembled against him, 
his knees wavering as he sucked him harder. 

“Tt’s been too long. I need to come.” 

Elia let the cock pop from his lips. “I’m nowhere near ready 
for this to be over.” 

“After four years, I doubt once will be enough. I could 
probably go all night long.” 

Sucking nearly the entire length, Elia drew hard on the cock. 
Jason’s fingers were in his hair again, guiding him. He allowed the 
human to set the pace. Elia grasped the sheriff s tight balls, 
massaging them with the fingers of one hand. Jason stiffened, his 
legs locking, as he growled deep in his chest, a roar emanating from 
deep within him, and hot splashes of his cum flooded his mouth. He 
swallowed as much as he could, but some trickled from the corner of 
his mouth and down his chin. 

Jason pulled from his mouth, still hard, and lifted Elia off his 
feet and threw him on the bed. Elia landed on his back and scurried 
up the mattress as Jason stalked him from the bottom. The sheriff 
pushed his legs open and rested between his splayed thighs, their 
cocks rubbing against one another. Moving his hips, his hard shaft 
pulsed along Elia’s. 

Rising on his knees, Jason then lifted Elia’s legs and pointed 
the crown of his cock along Elia’s tight bud, pressing the tip in a 
fraction of an inch. Elia reached to the bedside and opened a box 
containing a salve and spread some on the head of Jason’s cock and 
his tight ring. 

“Do you have protection?” 

“Demons are impervious to human diseases.” 


Jason rubbed his cock along his anus, straining against him. 
“There is nothing that could harm me in return?” 

“Nothing. Do your worst.” 

Jason lowered a hand to his cock, navigating it to align with 
the tight band of nerves. Surging forward, an inch or two disappeared 
inside. Elia felt the pressure of the invasion, catching his breath at the 
slight touch of pain that accompanied the searing rush of pleasure. 
The human slowed, inching inside in increments. Jason paused a 
moment, sighing as the last of the length stretched and filled him, his 
eyes closing with desire. 

“You feel so fucking good.” 

With that, Jason began to roll his hips, his cock thrusting into 
Elia’s ass. Heat burned up Elia’s spine as the human rocked within 
him. The friction of the rhythmic pumping pushed Elia over the edge. 
His release pounded through him, cum coating his stomach as his 
cock erupted in wave after wave as his orgasm hit him. 

Jason moved like a man possessed. He pounded his body 
against Elia’s, the need with which he raced toward his release 
furious. Reaching out, Jason grazed his thumb against Elia’s lips. 
Elia sucked the thumb into his mouth, mimicking the motions of 
Jason lost within his body. The human leaned in, pushing Elia almost 
in half as he viciously pulled his hand away and covered Elia’s mouth 
with his own. His tongue speared into his mouth, invading him, 
seeking solace. 

A few more quick thrusts and Jason’s body tightened. He 
bellowed a growl as his cock erupted inside Elia, the heat of Jason’s 
release spreading inside him. Jason smiled sheepishly, slowly pulling 
from Elia’s body and dropping to the bed beside him. Elia was pulled 
into an embrace, Jason’s thickly muscled arms wrapping around him 
and bringing his back up against the human’s chest. 

“It’s been far too long since I’ve been able to enjoy something 
that good.” Jason pressed a kiss to his neck, his beard growth 
scratching Elia. 

“You shouldn’t have to go without that. Ever.” 

Jason stiffened against him. “I told you what I was willing to 
give you. You said you accepted that.” 

“I do. But I’m not going to stop asking for more. I want you. 
Not for one night. Not for two nights.” 


“I can’t make promises of more. Why you feel the need to 
press, I don’t know. Haven’t I enough to deal with?” 

“If something is worthwhile, you fight for it.” 

“You barely know me, Elia.” 

“I know enough to make me want to know more.” 

Jason sighed forlornly, the hot rush of breath against his neck 
making Elia’s lifeless cock stir once more. “Elia, my life is complete 
shit right now. I shouldn’t even be wasting time here when I don’t 
know what the hell is going on in Jefferson.” 

“Wasting time?” Elia pulled from Jason. He told himself to 
let it go, but his mouth wouldn’t agree. “Fucking me is wasting time? 
I'll remind you that you started this.” 

“It’s wasting time when people are dying and I’m not down 
there trying to stop it. I killed my deputies an hour or so ago, along 
with a whole bunch of other creatures, some of which used to be 
people I know. My hometown is apparently in the midst of a war 
with no one to protect it as I was seeking relief in your body instead 
of fighting on the front lines. Where I should be. Because I can’t 
think when you’re around me. I needed to fuck you so I could think 
straight again.” 

Elia knew he was taking the comments too personally. He 
also knew that Jason was absolutely right in everything he said. The 
human had made no promises to him, and Elia had told himself that 
he wanted to offer succor to the sheriff. But now, now that he’d been 
claimed, he couldn’t ward off the sensation that they belonged 
together, regardless of the lack of promises made. 

Elia just wished the asshole could phrase things differently so 
he wasn’t always being made to feel like a nuisance. Perhaps that 
really was all he was to the sheriff. “Then let’s stop wasting time and 
get down there and get this over with. We can leave in a few hours. 
Rest up.” 

He grabbed his clothes and stepped into them as he walked to 
the door, keeping his back to Jason the whole time. He couldn’t allow 
the human to see how hurt he was or have him be able to call him a 
liar, because he definitely wasn’t okay with getting only a piece of 
Jason. 

He would have the human as his own, if it was the last thing 
he did. 


Chapter Ten 


Jason entered the Sheriff s Office, the four males at his back. 
Pressing the swinging double doors wide, he leveled his gun ahead of 
him as he stepped forward, awaiting an attack he wasn’t sure would 
even be there. They had exited a portal on the first floor of Jefferson 
County Courthouse. The building thus far had been empty, and from 
what he saw so far, so was the office. An eerie quiet buzzed in his 
ears, and the echo of footsteps bounced around the space. 

Moving toward his personal office, he reached out to grasp the 
handle. Once the door was open, Jason saw it was empty as well. He 
took a deep breath and lowered his gun. Seconds later, two figures 
jumped up from behind his desk, guns trained on his chest. 

“Drop the gun and hands up!” 

Beau Heath and Lieutenant Washington stood behind his 
massive desk, shotguns pointed at him. He slowly dropped his pistol 
and raised his hands. 

“Let’s see your teeth, boy,” Beau spat at him as he cocked the 
barrel of his weapon. “Washington, open those blinds and let’s see if 
he smokes.” 

Jason opened his mouth, showing his square teeth to his 
mentor. Squinting his eyes tightly as the sun poured over him, he 
released a breath when Beau lowered his weapon. 

“Where the hell have you been, Jason?” 

“Looking for the root of the problem.” 

“The problem’s right out here on the streets, McCall. It’s been 
quiet since yesterday afternoon, but it was pandemonium prior. We 
were wondering if they were planning another attack, the calm before 
the storm.” Washington lowered his weapon to the desk and dropped 
into the seat. He looked years older, exhaustion showing in his 
shoulders. 

“All of your deputies are gone, Jason. Washington here has 
lost his whole team. I thought you were gone with them. Over half 
the town was turned into monsters. The rest have disappeared. Some 
have hopefully just gone into hiding, but I don’t know. I came here 
looking for you and saw all your deputies leave after they attacked a 
civilian on the street. What the hell is going on?” 

“I don’t know how much of the truth you can handle.” 


“Some goddamn truth is exactly what we need right now, 
McCall.” Washington eyed him with a strong glare, brooking no 
argument. 

“Demons have been abducting humans from Jackson. 
Vampires are bleeding them out, growing stronger, and once the 
human dies, we suspect the demon steals the soul. We don’t have all 
the answers, but we’re working on it. We found a lair, a bunch of the 
demons already dead as well as a hundred or so humans who’d been 
used for blood. Another group of vamps attacked. There were some 
of our own with them. I killed them all.” 

“You killed them all?” 

“Apparently, I’ve got some power that allows me to hurt 
them.” 

Washington and Beau looked to one another, incredulous 
looks on their faces. Washington stood, his hand reaching for his gun. 
“What kind of power, McCall? Are you one of them things now?” 

Elia pressed into the room. “No, he’s human. He’s a Soul 
Collector. A demon hunter.” 

“A Soul Collector?” Washington leveled the shotgun at Elia 
who stared the man down. “And what are you, young man?” 

“T’m a demon hunter as well, as are the others with me. 
We’ve been fighting these demons for a long, long time. A Soul 
Collector has the power to burn vamps and take the souls from a 
demon, saving the lost.” 

Beau looked at Jason, his gaze appearing lost. “Jason, I don’t 
know what to believe at this point. A couple of days ago, I didn’t 
believe in creatures that go bump in the night, but I’ve been proven 
wrong on that account. So I guess it ain’t much of a stretch to the 
imagination that you’re something more, too. As long as you’re 
telling me you’re the good guy and can kill these sons a bitches, that’s 
good enough for me.” 

“That, or your insanity is catching. Either way, there isn’t 
much of a choice for me but to go with the flow.” Washington 
lowered his gun. “What do you need us to do, McCall?” 

Jason smiled at the men, glad to have them in his corner. But 
then it hit him. He had absolutely no idea what to do and that fact 
didn’t sit well. He was the law. He was supposed to have the 
answers when others didn’t. “Well, I don’t even know if there are any 


of them left at this point. We trudged through a bunch of dead bodies 
last night.” 

Elia chuckled morosely. “There is no end to their numbers. 
They will come to avenge their dead. Count on it. We need to fortify 
the building and wait for them to attack.” 

Jason turned to the door to see the other three listening in. 

“We need reinforcements. Graeae and Ios, you’re the strongest 
portal makers, get back to Kallypso and bring in soldiers and fast. We 
need at least two hundred men and supplies. Jason and Jamie, we 
need to shore up the building and start covering windows and exits. 
The soldiers can help once they arrive. You two,” Elia turned to Beau 
and Washington, “search all three floors for life, human or not. We 
need the building cleared.” 

“We’ve already done that, but we can sweep again. The only 
one we found was the weird guy in cell one.” Beau began to walk 
from the room as he spoke. 

“Weird guy?” Jason asked. 

“Yeah, the one with the pointy ears. We put him in lockup. 
Didn’t know what else to do with him.” 
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Graeae walked into the jail segment of the sheriff ’s office, 
seeking the male with pointy ears. Something told him exactly who it 
was, but he couldn’t believe the Halfling would have allowed himself 
to be caught in a human cell. The speed he’d used, he would have 
easily outrun two older human males. Elia had taken his place in 
retrieving the soldiers, giving Graeae the opportunity to come 
question the creature. 

As soon as he walked into the cell block, he sensed the 
Halfling, just as he had in the barn. There was a particular power 
signature that pierced right into him, drawing him close. Once he 
rounded the corner, he saw the small, white-headed male, beaming 
golden eyes shooting daggers straight into him. 

“You'll pay for incarcerating me here.” The Halfling had an 
odd accent that was reminiscent of Fae, but not quite right. It had an 
inflection of something else; perhaps his human side had influenced 
it. Regardless, the sound went straight to Graeae’s cock and hardened 
it to painful lengths. 

“I’m not the one who imprisoned you.” 


The male shook the bars. “You’re apparently with them. 
Once I get out of here, you’ll wish you’d never seen me.” 

Graeae doubted that with all sincerity. The Halfling had been 
on his mind since he’d first seen him. He wanted him with a fervor 
he’d never felt. “I don’t even know who put you in there,” he lied. 

“Two human males.” 

“Those old guys caught you?” Graeae chuckled. “I’m 
impressed. I couldn’t keep you still long enough to hold on to you for 
a minute.” 

The Halfling reddened with embarrassment, his scowl 
deepening. “Because you were more worried about your cock and 
where you wanted to put it versus what I was doing.” 

Graeae flushed now, heat filling his face. The Halfling 
laughed at him, the sound echoing along the long row of bars. A 
salacious smile twisted on the Halfling’s face. “Let me out and 
perhaps I will let you suck my cock before I leave. How’s that?” 

“Not happening.” Juices filled Graeae’s mouth at the thought 
of sucking the male’s cock. 

“Oh, what, you don’t want to suck my cock? That’s a lie. I 
can see it written all over your face. You want me. So badly it 
hurts.” 

“So? That part may be true. But I won’t be letting you out. 
Not until you answer some questions.” 

The male’s face tightened into a thick mask, giving away 
nothing. “I have zero to tell you, demon.” 

“I’m guessing that you were the one who killed all the demons 
underground.” 

A sly grin came back to the Halfling, his moods as mercurial 
as Graeae was stoic. “And I loved each blow I landed, every cut by 
my blades, each burst of my power. I gutted those demons and left 
them there to choke in their own blood. And then I laughed. When I 
get out of here, I'll gut you and your friends, too.” 

Zero to tell him? The male was singing like a canary. Graeae 
was slightly shocked by the level of bloodlust in the creature. Neither 
Fae nor Humans were typically this bloodthirsty, but he’d never met a 
Halfling up close. Maybe the combination twisted the mind, the pull 
of both natures too much for the being to control. What bothered him 
even more was the fact that he was even more attracted by the 


creature, bloodlust or not, the raw power of the rampage not lost on 
him. 

“I’m not like the others. As Fae, you know that we are not 
aligned with the Hell Realm.” 

“Fae? What are you talking about? Who’s Fae?” 

Shock slid through Graeae as he realized the Halfling 
appeared to not know of his true nature. He apparently hadn’t been 
raised in Faerie. The male was a conundrum. The Fae held their own 
close, raising all Halflings in Faerie, or so it was said. But it did 
explain the odd accent to some degree. He’d been raised on Earth, 
unaware of his heritage. 

“Do you not know what you are?” 

Light began to collect inside the cell, the Halfling’s eyes 
bursting in illumination as a white energy orb began to grow in his 
hands. “I’m a warrior, a warrior for good. My light shines and kills 
evil. Prepare to die, demon!” 

The orb was thrust at him, striking Graeae in the chest, 
sending him sprawling to the floor. Shaking his head, he rose, 
looking at the Halfling. 

He was a Soul Collector. 

His human half had apparently allowed him to become one of 
the chosen. Graeae huddled on the floor as another orb struck him in 
the chest as he attempted to rise. 

“Die, demon! Die!” 

A third orb hit him and he moved to his knees after. There 
was no pain, just a wave of energy that rolled over him each time, but 
the Halfling was much stronger than Jamie. Graeae had been in the 
path of Jamie’s power and it had barely rocked him on his feet. The 
Halfling had pushed him to the floor. As his body accustomed itself 
to the energy blasts, he stood, facing the Halfling. 

“You are not hurt. Pity.” 

“Your light shines and kills evil, remember? But only evil.” 

“All demons are evil, it’s just in varying shades.” 

“So why am I not dead?” 

The Halfling’s lips began to move but no words came from his 
mouth as he searched for an answer. 

“When you’re ready to answer my questions, give me a 
shout.” Graeae began to walk away from the Halfling, already 
knowing the male wouldn’t let him walk away. 


It took less than four steps. 

“Wait!” Panic laced the decree. “Wait, don’t leave me in 
here! Hell is coming. I can sense it.” 

Graeae stopped, his back still to the Halfling. He didn’t want 
to leave the male locked in the cell with Hell approaching. If those 
evil creatures were able to breach the building, the Halfling would be 
an easy target if he were locked in that cell. But if Graeae released 
him, the Halfling could attack them all before Hell came knocking on 
the door. 

“They’Il kill me if they find me in here.” 

Graeae didn’t turn around. He didn’t want to be pulled by his 
emotions, especially after what the Halfling had just done to him. 
Graeae could typically hide how he felt easily, after years of practice. 
Now, he felt volatile and he didn’t like it. “You weren’t too worried 
about my well-being when you attempted to kill me. Why should I be 
worried about yours?” 

“Yet you still stand, free. If you truly are not evil, you 
wouldn’t allow me to face my death this way.” 

Graeae turned, anger filling him. “Why do you not just run 
and disappear like you did at the barn? Why stay here and plague 
me? I don’t have time to worry about you with Hell Demons on the 
way to attack us!” Why do I still want the demented creature after 
what he just did to me? He’s insane. He must be completely insane. 

The Halfling eyed him warily for a moment, his lips sealed 
shut. A long hiss of breath came out of him before he spoke. “I must 
run to build up the speed to burst through the barrier. I can’t run in a 
cell. So you’re stuck with me until you open that door.” 

Graeae was thoughtful a moment, weighing what he should do 
with the male. “Wait, you said you can sense Hell approaching?” 

“Yes! Which is why you must release me.” 

“What do you sense—from me?” 

The Halfling’s jaws set, his mouth a wide slash across his 
face. 

“You know I’m not evil, don’t you?” 

The Halfling’s eyes narrowed as he looked at him with scorn, 
before looking away guiltily. 

“And even so, you attacked me.” 

“Payback for pinning me to the ground and trying to have your 
wicked way with me.” 


Graeae grit his teeth together. “I was not trying to have my 
wicked way with you.” 

“Oh, but you wanted to.” A gleam came to the Halfling’s eye. 

“We found you in the enemy’s barn. I wanted answers.” 

“So that’s why your cock was poking into me? Admit it! You 
want me.” 

“Even if I did, you’ve given me reason enough here and now 
to reconsider that opinion. You’re insane.” 

“Tam not!” The Halfling stood a little straighter, having the 
audacity to look insulted. “Let me out. I can help you, if you just let 
me out. You’ve seen how strong I am. I can fight at your side.” 

“You just tried to kill me. You said you’d gut me and my 
friends. Why should I trust you?” Graeae ran a hand through his 
hair, pulled in two different directions. “We can’t worry about you 
and worry about fighting the Hell Demons, too. There is no time.” 

“Demon, if they get into this building, you know I’m as good 
as dead. I can fight harder than ten of your men and you know it.” 

“My name isn’t Demon. It’s Graeae.” 

The Halfling eyed him warily for a moment, extending a hand 
out to him. “Avery.” 

Graeae began walking away, ignoring the proffered hand. 
“Well, Avery, Pll make sure you get out in one piece.” 

The rattling of cell doors and a scream of “No!” echoed 
behind him as Graeae left the jail. 


Chapter Eleven 


As the last light from the afternoon sun began to disappear 
over the horizon, the streetlights began to pop on one by one. The 
small section of town had been cleared, and the handful of homes and 
businesses across the street from the county seat had all been checked 
and were abandoned. Even the echoing sound of bullfrogs and 
crickets that normally began a chorus at this time of night was quiet, 
as if the animals knew to get out of Dodge. 

Jason watched through one of the two windows left 
uncovered. This one was in his office, which faced the road and gave 
them the perfect view of anything that approached the building. 
Graeae covered the other at the rear, which butted up against a 
swampy pond. Elia said it would be the perfect spot for Molock to 
appear being that he had been a Water Demon before he’d joined the 
Hell Nation. An energy field of some kind had been placed around 
the courthouse. No being could create a portal into the building, 
giving them some sense of security. 

As the sky shifted from dark blue to black, stars began to pop 
out of the black velvet expanse above them. Hazy clouds rolled over 
the moon, light playing across the road and buildings as it moved, 
making it harder and harder to identify if something was approaching 
or not. Jason had been sure he’d seen a figure moving here and there, 
but then it seemed to disappear as the shadows from the moon were 
lit. All was quiet except the shifting and breathing of the two hundred 
or so souls inside, waiting for hell to rain down upon them. A bundle 
of nerves, Jason felt like a rookie on his first stakeout. 

Elia approached stealthily and nearly made him jump out of 
his skin. “Jason, calm down. Getting yourself all wound up won’t 
help one bit.” 

“Easy for you to say. These things may attack you all the 
time, but Hell reigning down upon Jefferson County is a new 
experience for me.” 

Elia sat beside him, his back against the wall. “They may not 
even show tonight. These beings are well known for their 
psychological warfare. Making us wait it out would only make the 
eventual attack all the worse. Plus, we don’t know who was among 
the dead in the underground tunnels. They may need time to regroup 
and plan the attack.” 


“Do creatures like them actually plan?” 

“Lucifer always has a plan.” 

Jason watched as Elia’s eyes glazed over. “You’ve met 
Lucifer before?” 

“The Prince of Darkness, as you humans call him? Yes. And 
it wasn’t pleasant, I assure you.” 

“He hurt you, didn’t he?” 

Elia caught his gaze before looking away. “Lucifer is non- 
corporeal. He uses the guise of a body when it suits him, but he is a 
presence versus a corporeal being. And he can cause the kind of pain 
that would make even the strongest male beg for death.” 

Jason looked out the street ahead, watching for movement, not 
knowing how to respond to Elia’s statement. From the pain that laced 
the words, he was sure Elia spoke from experience. Had he begged 
for death at the hands of Satan himself? To ask him would open the 
male up to remembered shame. Not to ask, not to touch his pain and 
try to ease it, that was unthinkable. “And you know all this from?” 

“Are you asking if I begged him?” Elia’s eyes glittered with a 
raw ache and Jason didn’t need to know the answer, didn’t want to 
know the answer. “I begged him for a lot more than death by the end 
of it.” 

Elia rose from the floor, a wave of anger filling the room as he 
sped to the door. 

“Elia, I didn’t mean to upset you.” 

“What were you going for, then? Humiliation?” 

“No! I just—I don’t know. I sensed your pain.” 

“And you felt the need to poke it with a stick? Pray you never 
end up in the Dark Lord’s hands because he’ll break you, too.” 

Jason clasped his mouth shut, his teeth hurting from the 
control he pushed to its limits. Elia was right. He’d poked the injured 
animal and now it had bitten him. “Dammit, Elia. I’m not well 
versed in soothing the soul.” 

“Oh, is that what you wanted to do? Soothe my soul? I have 
a better idea of something you can do to soothe me and it involves 
your mouth on my cock, not digging in my past. So before you go 
prodding into places you don’t belong, remember that.” 

“You make me sorry I give a shit that you were hurt.” 

“Hurt? Hurt doesn’t even begin to cover it. But I survived.” 
Elia walked out of the room, leaving a bewildered Jason in his wake. 


One minute the demon wanted more and when Jason showed him that 
he cared, Elia pushed him away. Sore subject or not, he had tried. 
Failed, but he’d tried. Didn’t that count for something? 

As Jason had watched Elia guide the men in fortifying the 
building, he’d shown Jason what kind of leader he was, effective and 
deserving of the respect his soldiers gave him. It had shown him 
more into the kind of male he was and had made him reconsider what 
the future held. 

After being exposed to this other world, would Jason truly be 
able to walk away from it, knowing there was a battle to be fought, 
one that his power was desperately needed for? Jamie had hit the nail 
on the head. He was a warrior. A protector. And once he knew his 
neighbors were relatively safe, there was no way he could go back to 
his boring existence knowing the danger they were all in. The bigger 
picture was screaming in his head and he couldn’t shut it up. 

But now, the anger that Elia had shown him made wary. It 
warred with the image he’d begun to construct of the male in his 
mind, as he’d deconstructed the image of freak. He had been 
weighing the pros and cons of leaving with them, the chances at real 
intimacy in his future shouldn’t play a role in that decision, but of 
course it did. Could Elia ever be open and honest with him? Was this 
display of anger just the tip of the iceberg? 

Jason made his way back to the window, the shadows playing 
over the ground once more, making his eyes dance over the 
landscape. His head ached. Little sleep coupled with the adrenaline 
rush that had spiked within him on numerous occasions, and he was 
nearing his breaking point. He needed to focus on the here and now, 
not on what might or might not be with Elia. 

A motion below him caught his eye as a black form began to 
move within the low light of the moon. The shape began to become 
clearer and clearer as it approached the asphalt and entered into the 
arc of the streetlight. Shock and anger roiled through Jason as he 
watched Elia step into the circle of light, the demon’s face lifting to 
the window in a show of arrogance. 

“Molock! Molock, if you’re out there, come and get me! You 
worthless piece of shit, come and get me!” Elia screamed out into the 
night. 

Jason scrambled for the door, rushing to talk sense into the 
male. He’d pushed Elia and now Elia was pushing back. 
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“Molock! Stop being Lucifer’s bitch and come and get me! 
I won’t let you win so easily this time!” 

Elia’s blood roared in his veins, throbbing in his ears, 
drowning out the sound of anything else. Remembered pain struck 
his chest as his mind relived the torment he’d endured at Lucifer’s 
hands. After he’d lost to Molock, the Hell Demon had delivered him 
to his leader. The Crown Prince of the Air Demons had been a 
weighty prize and Molock had been well rewarded for it. From that 
point on, Elia had lived in fear of the demon, knowing one day they 
would meet again. 

Watching the pity that had crossed Jason’s face as he’d 
glimpsed Elia’s weakness had been almost as hard to bear as the 
torture Lucifer had put him through. And it was then that he realized 
he was a lesser man for not facing his fear. He wouldn’t be good 
enough for the sheriff unless he faced the demon down. 

If Molock was still alive, Elia was going to kill him himself. 

“Elia! No! Stop this madness! You have nothing to prove to 
me!” Jason ran from the building, rushing toward him. 

A portal opened between Elia and Jason, Molock stepping out 
of the flashing colored light. The beast eyed Elia for one moment 
before chuckling as he looked over his shoulder at Jason. “The 
human smells of you.” 

“Leave him alone!” Elia screamed. In his attempt to face his 
fear, he’d put Jason at risk. Time stopped for a moment as panic 
struck Elia. Everything that happened after was as if it were in slow 
motion, all the dread and horror packing each instant as full as it 
could. 

A smile curled Molock’s face into a vile, evil mask. In the 
blink of an eye, Molock grabbed the sheriff and began to open a 
portal. A split-second passed before Elia lifted his hands to gather 
energy, the shock of the situation making his brain freeze. He threw 
the orb at Molock. The creature slipped through the portal as the ball 
whizzed past his head, taking Jason along with him. 

Blackness fell as the portal closed with a pop and time righted 
itself. The energy ribbons into Hell were all but closed, dark magics 
preventing others from getting in. Quiet swallowed Elia whole, the 
gravity of the situation weighing on him, the breath squeezing from 
his lungs. 


“Nooooo!” 

Graeae came racing at breakneck speed from the building, his 
hands out before him, the Halfling free, running behind him. A wall 
of blue light splintered the black of night as Graeae captured the tail 
end of Molock’s ribbon signature, his face screwed tight as he pulled 
deep to hold on to their only chance to save Jason from the pits of 
Hell. 

A circle began to form and strengthen and Elia’s claws had 
extended, piercing his palms in anxiousness. He felt his horns curl 
out and his fangs elongate as rage roiled through him at Jason’s 
abduction. Molock would pay dearly for this one. 

Elia eyed the Halfling, who looked ready and raring to run 
through the portal as soon as it was complete, but there were no time 
for questions. If the male was ready to run into Hell at their side, he 
wasn’t going to argue the point, but the first time the male appeared to 
deceive them, he’d be dead. 

Once the portal was complete, Graeae turned to the Halfling, 
spearing him with his eyes. “After you, Avery. You want your 
freedom? This is your path. Don’t let me down.” 

Elia watched the exchange between the two males, grunting as 
time wasted. He rushed past them both and ran through the light. 

And into the bowels of Hell. 


Chapter Twelve 


Graeae glanced over Elia and Avery before checking out his 
surroundings. They were in a stone corridor, the temperature 
unbearable. The heat moved in visible waves through the air before 
him, his skin stinging and pulling in instant dehydration. Small puffs 
of steam rose from his arms and when he looked down, he realized it 
was his own sweat evaporating from him as soon as his body released 
it. 

The human won’t be able to endure this. Graeae nodded to the 
others as he turned and began to walk the corridor, seeking the sheriff. 
Elia would never forgive himself if anything happened to the sheriff, 
so Graeae would do anything to prevent the human’s demise. 

Graeae recalled the last time he’d been in this place. He’d 
come here with Ios to save Elia nearly five hundred years before. The 
broken male they’d found when they arrived had been hard to 
comprehend. There was no way he’d allow Elia to come back to this 
place alone, especially when his mind couldn’t be logical with Jason 
in Lucifer’s hands. 

Avery rushed past him as they turned a corner and Graeae’s 
eyes drifted to him. The Halfling seemed eager to fight. His first 
instinct had been to get the male as soon as he’d seen Elia screaming 
in the street. He wasn’t quite sure why, but it had been like he’d 
known what was about to happen, the outcome almost inevitable. The 
fact that Graeae had turned to a being he couldn’t trust, yet 
instinctively did, screamed into his psyche. He just hoped he didn’t 
live to regret it. The male was so hot and cold that there was no way 
to predict how he’d react in any situation. 

They moved into another corner and one more loomed 
immediately. 

“The labyrinth?” Elia called from behind him. “If we’re here, 
we’re close to Lucifer. Our only chance to save Jason will be to get 
to Molock before he has a chance to get to his master. We’ll never 
get to him in time. ” 

““We’re seconds behind Molock and he doesn’t expect us, so 
he may not rush through the corridors. If you can lock onto Jason’s 
scent, we can potentially catch up.” 

Graeae paused, stopping Avery as Elia scented the space. 


“Tt’s tough to gather anything in this place, but I think we’re 
on the right path. We’ve not had any choices to go in a different 
direction yet. Let’s go.” 

The three began to run. After three more twists, they were 
presented with their first choice. Elia, in the lead, stopped, scented 
both and moved right. Graeae followed his brother into the abyss, 
hoping they were going in the right direction. 

As they ran through the labyrinth, not once did they pass 
another creature. The oppressive heat grew worse the farther they 
traveled. Graeae began to grow weary, the dread of the place 
creeping up on him. Another turn and Graeae saw figures before him. 
And a light. A bright, white light that could only be the Soul 
Collector’s. Jason was attacking Molock on his own and a sense of 
pride and awe struck him over the human. 

Avery stiffened beside him and burst into a run, the Fae in him 
making him fleet-soled. Before either he or Elia could catch up, 
Avery struck an attacking Jason, pulling him from Molock, ending the 
demon’s screams. The air was sucked from Graeae’s lungs as he 
realized that the unpredictable male had been the wrong one to turn 
to. 

Hope died in him in that moment. The Halfling was not 
worthy. 
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Elia screamed as the Halfling threw Jason to the floor. He 
would die for his actions. Pumping his legs as fast as he could, Elia 
raced to get to his human before any more harm could come of him. 
He’d been the sole reason his sheriff had been brought to hell and he 
had to save him. His pride had been both their downfalls. 

Another white light flared. This time it came from the 
Halfling who resumed Jason’s place in the fight. He hadn’t attacked 
Jason, but removed him from the fight. Molock’s screams erupted 
again as Avery grasped his head, a spear of light piercing Molock’s 
skull as it formed in Avery’s hand. 

Elia slid to the floor at Jason’s side as he approached. Jason 
was struggling to breathe in the heat, his chest heaving. Molock 
didn’t matter any longer. Whether he lived or died didn’t matter 
versus Jason living. Elia began to open a portal back to Earth, ready 
to get his sheriff out of the Hell Dimension. 


Once the portal was opened, he looked over his shoulder at 
Graeae and the Halfling fighting a wounded Molock. “Push him 
through! We need to get Jason out of here now.” 

Elia picked Jason up and walked into the light. Molock fell to 
the ground behind him, half his face torn asunder. The beast was on 
his hands and knees, blood dripping from his injuries. Placing Jason 
on the soft ground beside the county building, Elia formed two orbs of 
energy as Avery and Graeae strode back onto Earth. 

Avery began to rush the beast and Elia stopped him. “He’s 
mine.” 

Molock began to laugh from his place on the ground. “The 
great Crown Prince of Kallypso. Kicking a beast when he’s down. 
Of course you would be ready to fight me now that I’m hurt. You 
know it’s the only way you could win against me.” 

Molock looked up into his eyes, the anger he normally saw 
there weakening into another emotion that Elia wasn’t sure of. 
Regret? The creature had much to regret in his lifetime, but Elia 
would feel no sympathy for him. None. 

“Get up, Molock. On your feet and face me. We do this here 
and now.” 

The lumbering giant rose, a smile on his face, the gleam of 
horror back to his eye. “With pleasure.” 

Elia began racing toward the beast, an orb in his hand. He 
hurtled it forward and the energy exploded over Molock’s chest, 
pushing him back. The Hell Demon shrugged it off and then charged 
ahead, bowling Elia over as he pummeled him into the ground. Fists 
came at Elia’s face and chest, knocking the air from his lungs. 

Blows were repeatedly exchanged. Elia fought back with the 
same intensity of the evil he fought, but it was of no use. The Hell 
Demon was stronger than he. For every punch or jab he delivered, 
Molock returned twice as many with twice the strength. 

Elia felt his skin tear, his body break, but he refused to give in. 
Every time Molock beat him down, he kept getting back up, his pride 
pushing him forward. It was his demon to battle, his fear and past to 
face. Bruised and bloody, Elia rose to his knees, the energy sapped 
from his limbs. He had to save Jason from what Molock and Lucifer 
could do to him. Memories assailed him of his torment in the 
Underworld, visions slamming into his mind, snippets of what he’d 


endured. Elia pulled strength from deep within, dragging himself to 
his feet with strength he didn’t know he still had. 

“Give it up, Prince Elia. You couldn’t win before and you 
won’t win now.” Molock advanced one step before stopping and 
getting an odd look to his face. 

Elia locked his legs, knowing he had little left in him. Molock 
was frozen in place, his eyes growing wide. Elia looked around, his 
peripheral vision seeing that Jamie and Ios stood on the outskirts 
along with many of his men. The audience meant nothing to him at 
this point. Jason was the only one on his mind. The human would 
never survive the Underworld. 

Glancing to the spot he’d left the sheriff, he noticed the human 
was gone. Once he looked back to Molock, he saw the demon’s head 
begin to slide from its neck, dropping to the ground with a sick plop. 
The dead body was held aloft by the energy of the lost souls that 
began to lift from the open wound, a swirling cloud of human energy. 
Molock had been stronger than most, and held a vast number of the 
damned within him. 

The cloud grew, lifting higher into the sky. As the last one 
emerged, Molock’s body dropped to the ground. 

Jason stood behind the beast, his eyes glowing white and a 
light sword in his hands. He’d slain Molock. A green, untried human 
had killed the creature he’d been unable to. 

In front of all of his men and his brothers. 

The whirling cloud of souls arrowed to Jason, blasting him in 
the chest as the ghosts entered his body, lifting his feet off the ground 
from the impact. Elia watched as Jason dropped to his knees, 
weakness overtaking him. Ego kept Elia on his feet when all he 
wanted to do was fall to the street himself. 
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Jason lifted himself from his knees, the edges of his vision 
grayed out, dizziness striking him after the intake of souls. He’d been 
unable to continue watching Molock beat Elia down and knew that 
the prince was too mule-headed to have ever stopped. Elia would 
have kept getting up, time and time again. The Hell Demon had been 
slowly killing Elia and Jason had refused to let it continue. Pain had 
struck him with each blow he’d watched Elia receive. Jason knew 
there was a history there. He also knew that Molock had won the last 


time and there was no way that Jason would allow Elia to be 
tormented in that way again. 

Watching closely as the Halfling had fought Molock, he’d 
seen the swords grow directly from his hands, as if by will. He’d seen 
Jamie do the same. So, without thought, he’d willed a sword of light 
into his hand and it had just—appeared. As the blade sliced through 
Molock’s neck, he wasn’t sure if the beast had been hit. Relief 
flooded him as he saw the head tumble away from the body, knowing 
his prince was safe. 

Jason stumbled to where Elia stood, his eyes glassy from pain. 
Blood and bruises swelled his face and limbs, making him almost 
indistinguishable. Had Jason not know it was Elia, he’d never had 
recognized the brutally beaten face. Even with all the wounds, Jason 
grasped Elia’s face and then pulled him into an embrace. 

Elia stiffened against him and pulled away. 

Jason tightened his grip. “You’re safe now. He’s gone. You 
can relax.” 

Elia pushed him away violently. “I didn’t ask you to fight my 
battles for me. Nor did I need you to.” 

Opening a portal, Elia limped through it and was gone. 

38 2K k K 

Jason awoke in the room he’d first occupied in the palace. 
Low light crept in through the windows and balcony although Jason 
had not noticed a sun in this dimension. Three large moons were 
visible from where he lay on the bed, the doors to the outside open to 
let the cool breeze waft in. There was no imprint on the bed to show 
he’d had a bedmate the night before. 

Suddenly, he felt quite lonely. Considering how many souls 
he now carried within him, lonely was a subjective term. A dull roar 
echoed in his head, the voices of all those he’d taken into him. He 
still wasn’t used to their presence and didn’t seem capable of 
conversing with them as Jamie could. Perhaps in time he could. For 
now, he just wished they’d quiet down. 

Two weeks had passed since Jason had killed Molock and 
he’d not heard one word from Elia. The stubborn prince took licking 
his wounds to a whole new level. Jason hadn’t slept a decent night 
since, worrying about Elia and if he was recovering. The look of 
numbness on Elia’s face had slithered through his mind every night 


since. And the voices had spoken to him as well, making him feel 
like he was going mad. 

The demons had left that night, going back to their dimension, 
but Jason had originally stayed in Jefferson, the responsibility of his 
county resting squarely on his shoulders. Five of their guards had 
stayed there to help police the county for him, since he was weary and 
most of his men had been abducted or killed. Washington had been 
sleeping on Jason’s couch and had decided to stay in Jefferson as the 
new sheriff. Beau had offered to rejoin the department temporarily 
until new recruits could be found and trained. Graeae had promised 
the use of his men until they were sure that peace had returned to 
them. 

Jamie and Ios had brought Jason to Kallypso the night before. 
He was joining their army and beginning his training. Jason had been 
adamant that he was leaving Jefferson County. He was resolute in his 
decision that he would make sure that his world was safe against the 
threats he’d witnessed the past weeks. 

The few residents that remained alive in Jefferson now knew 
the truth of what happened and were humbled by it. No sightings of 
vampires or demons had come to them, so all assumed that the initial 
threat was over. All of the remaining dead had been taken to an 
abandoned warehouse on the edges of town and set ablaze, the Baptist 
minister presiding over the mass burial. The media relayed the news 
of a massive community gathering regarding the disappearances that 
had ended in disaster for the small county. Lips were sealed here. No 
one would believe them if they tried, anyway. 

Jason was also adamant that he would sway his wayward 
prince. 

He had thought long and hard about what had happened that 
night and thought he knew why Elia was angry. Pride. Pure and 
simple pride. And it was keeping them from enjoying one another 
and it was going to stop. His bags were packed, Ios had readied the 
room in the palace he’d used his first trip there, and he was about to 
embark on a journey into the unknown. Elia was just going to have to 
get over his sulking. 


Chapter Thirteen 


Elia looked into the mirror, the bruises from the battle finally 
fading away into nothingness. He didn’t see one scar remaining on 
him at this point, except the ones he’d received the first time he’d 
battled Molock. The only scars that remained were invisible. He 
longed to go to Jason, but his pride wouldn’t allow him. He missed 
seeing the human, missed being in his presence. There was a sense of 
serenity when he was near Jason and that peace was long gone. 

The sheriff had intervened in the fight, killing his enemy, in 
front of all of his men. By completely undermining him, Elia had lost 
the respect of everyone there that night. How could his men follow 
him into battle if they didn’t feel he was competent to lead them? 
Jason intervening had shown weakness. Leaders weren’t weak. 

“Elia?” 

Looking over his shoulder, Elia saw Jason at the door, peeking 
in. He turned back to the mirror, pulling his shirt over his head, his 
back to the sheriff. Although he’d missed the man so much, he had to 
keep a firm grasp on the wall he’d been erecting. “What do you 
want?” 

“I missed you, too.” Sarcasm laced the words, but Elia wasn’t 
going to bite. A clean cut from whatever was blossoming between 
them needed to occur. 

Elia turned, facing Jason for the first time in two weeks. 
Arousal was immediate. His teeth clenched as he fought the rising 
tide of his lust, caused by just being in the human’s presence. “I don’t 
miss you.” 

“Liar. You’re angry for a stupid reason and you need to get 
over yourself, Your Highness.” 

“Stupid reason? Just why do you think I’m upset?” 

Jason moved into the room another step and pulled the door 
closed behind him. The click of the mechanism catching echoed 
through the room and hit Elia like a slap. It reminded him he was in a 
room, alone, with the one man who’d made him feel more than any 
other had. He was being cornered and he didn’t like it. 

“I think you’re mad because you wanted retribution, which I 
took from you. I think you’re mad that I jumped into your battle.” 

“That is part of it.” 


“Elia, he was killing you. Did you really expect me to stand 
there and let someone I care about die? Part of it, what other 
contrived crimes have I committed?” 

“You interfered in front of my men.” 

“You would have rather died at that demon’s hands than for 
me to save you? You have more self-worth than that. Your men 
respect you immensely. I’ve spoken to the guards that remained on 
Earth. What happened with Molock meant nothing to them.” 

Elia captured Jason’s gaze. The admission struck him, his 
chest tightening at the emotions it stirred. “Molock tortured me. And 
then gave me to Lucifer for more torture. He was mine to kill. You 
had no right to get in my way.” 

“You can be as angry as you want with me. I wasn’t going to 
let him kill you. I care about you too much.” 

“If you truly cared for me, you wouldn’t have interfered. You 
would have understood how important it was to me to take Molock 
down myself.” 

Jason took a few steps and leaned into Elia’s face. “So, do 
you want to fight me now? Will that make you feel better? I think 
you owe me a punch or two.” 

“Fighting with you won’t make it right.” 

“But it may make you feel better. Come on,” Jason pointed to 
his cheek with one finger, “give me your best shot.” 

Elia stared at him incredulously. How could hitting him make 
Elia feel better, especially when all he could think about was kissing 
him when he was this close? His fingers itched to reach up and lock 
into Jason’s hair and pull him into an embrace, his mouth seeking his. 
Balling his hands into fists to prevent him from doing so, Jason got 
the wrong idea. 

“See, you want to punch me. So do it. Hit me.” 

“I don’t want to fight you. I don’t solve my problems with 
violence.” 

“But killing Molock yourself would have solved everything 
for you. Or so you say.” 

Elia clenched his jaw, knowing that Jason was right but 
refusing to admit it. “I just want you to leave.” 

“The hell you do. You’re just pig-headed.” 

“I’m the Crown Prince. I am not pig-headed nor any other 
derisive epithet you choose to hurl at me.” 


Elia tried to back away a step, but Jason only took another step 
forward. “You aren’t running away again. I let you that night, gave 
you time to think about what happened and time to heal. Your time 
has run out.” 

“Run out? For what?” 

“You have no choice but to face me now.” 

“Oh, why is that?” Elia tried to keep the hopeful note from his 
voice but he was sure he’d failed when he saw Jason raise his 
eyebrow. 

“I’ve come to join Jamie and begin my training.” 

Elia scowled. “What about Jefferson County? You didn’t 
want to leave your precious home. Perhaps you shouldn’t.” 

“The new acting sheriff will do just fine. My neighbors, 
what’s left of them, are in good hands.” 

“You left it all behind to come fight in Jamie’s army.” 

“Being able to protect my world is important to me. 
Ultimately, I left it all behind to be with you.” 

Elia jerked with surprise but tried to cover it with a scornful 
look. “Then you made a mistake.” 

Jason advanced another step. They were nearly touching, the 
heat of the sheriff s body leeching into his. He so wanted to reach 
out, to touch him but he couldn’t make his hands move. His ego 
warred with his desire. “Why do you still want me after that night?” 

“Why do I still want you? I don’t understand.” Concern and 
confusion lined Jason’s face. 

“After you saw the real me, the weak male, why would you 
still want me?” 

“Weak? Is that what this is all about?” 

“That night proved it. To everyone. I’m weak.” 

“T saw a male that kept getting up every single time he was 
knocked down and refused to give up. I saw a male stand up to one of 
his biggest terrors, facing the beast that hurt him. I don’t know what 
you see as weakness in that, but I sure don’t see it. If anything, it 
made me want you more. It showed me just what kind of a being you 
are. And I’m proud of what you did that night.” 

Elia paused as the words churned in his mind. “I assumed 
you'd think less of me.” 


“So instead of potentially being hurt, you pushed me away.” 
Jason gathered Elia’s face in his hands. “Luckily for you, I push 
back.” 

Elia watched Jason’s head descending as a spike of lust tore 
through him. As he brushed against his lips with a soft tentative kiss, 
Elia sighed at the contact. The past weeks had been hard on him, 
thinking he would never have that touch again. Jason quickly 
deepened the kiss, his tongue forging forward into Elia’s mouth, 
swallowing the moan he mistakenly let out. 

Jason pulled back, capturing Elia’s gaze. “Pushing me away 
was in direct contrast to the man I know you are. You must know 
you’re not weak.” 

“T’ve fought alongside those men. I’ve spent a lifetime 
building their respect. Then you rode in and saved the day. I can 
never look them in the eye again.” 

“You haven’t lost their admiration. They respect you even 
more for facing Molock alone. The guards that remained on Earth 
told me themselves that they wanted to step in, that they would have 
given their lives for you.” 

Elia eyed Jason warily. The sentiment helped, but he wasn’t 
completely swayed. 

“I won’t allow you to put roadblocks between us. I’ve given 
up everything I know to come here. It’s all or nothing. I don’t expect 
any less from you. I want it all. Ineed for you to be the male you 
showed me on Earth.” 

Elia was getting exactly what he wanted and now he wasn’t 
exactly sure how he felt. All the time he’d spent with Jason, he’d 
dreamed of seeing where it could lead. But now, panic rose within. 
Doubt crippled him. “I’m not sure I’m the male you think I am.” 

Jason pulled him closer in his embrace and lowered his lips 
over Elia’s. “I’m sure,” Jason whispered against his mouth just 
before he kissed him. 

Elia melted into the embrace, letting all his worries go and 
letting them rest on the human before him. Jason’s strength buoyed 
him and made the outside world drift away. As the kiss continued, he 
felt Jason’s hands undressing him, his shirt being unbuttoned and 
opened to bare his chest. The sheriff spread his hands along his pecs 
and abdomen, running his calloused fingers along his skin. Allowing 


the shirt to drop to the floor, Elia pulled Jason’s off, pausing the kiss 
for a moment as he yanked it over his head. 

Jason grasped him close, the searing heat of their skin pressing 
together making Elia’s thickening cock fully distend. He felt Jason’s 
erection pressing into his stomach and knew his lover was as ready 
for him as he was. The weeks away had only heightened his need and 
he was desperate for the attention, to forget all the troubles of the 
battle. 

Forget? His own words came back to haunt him. Now he 
understood where Jason had been coming from. Elia needed to get 
lost in the contact between Jason and him. He wanted to forget 
everything but being in his arms. 

Jason pressed him back until he dropped to the bed, the sheriff 
pressing his body against his. Fingers moved between them as Jason 
began to unbutton and unzip his pants, slowly sliding a hand in 
through the vee to grasp his hard cock. Elia pulled back from Jason’s 
mouth and hissed his pleasure. The heated hold on him was heaven. 
Jason began to pump his fist along the length, making him swell even 
further in the human’s hand. 

Jason lowered down his body and knelt on the floor between 
Elia’s splayed thighs. Grasping the edge of Elia’s pants, he began to 
tug them off, baring him completely, as he wore no undergarments. 
Elia swallowed as he watched Jason looking over his cock, observing 
the size and shape, his fingers moving to grasp his root. The sheriff 
placed his tongue along the base and licked up the shaft, engulfing the 
head in his mouth at the end. As Jason’s mouth descended over the 
length, Elia let his head fall back, the pleasure he felt like none other. 

Elia looked back up and was immediately caught in Jason’s 
gaze. They stared into each other’s eyes as Jason swallowed him 
whole, giving him some of the most intense pleasure he’d ever felt. 
The human let his cock go with a loud pop and stood, disrobing 
himself. 

He’d never seen Jason in jeans and a t-shirt. The sheriff had 
always been in uniform when he’d been with him. Seeing him in 
more relaxed clothing was sexy as hell, but he’d be even sexier 
without anything on at all. Elia shimmied up the bed and then lifted 
to his elbows as he watched the seductive show, which Jason seemed 
to enjoy being the star of. Once Jason was nude, the human’s 
eyebrows rose as a smug smile came to Elia’s lips. 


“What’s so funny?” 

“T seem to recall the last time we were in this position, the 
roles were reversed and you were giving me demands. Perhaps you 
need to show me what you like, stroke yourself.” 

“You may be a prince, but I give the orders around here.” 
Jason stepped back to the bed, kneeling on the end. 

“You give the orders? I hardly think so. I told you to stroke 
yourself as I watch. Don’t come any closer until you do.” 

Jason paused, dropping his ass on his feet as he rested his 
knees in the middle of the large bed. He sighed, grasping his cock 
with an exasperated look. The sheriff began to move his large fist 
over his erection without much reaction. Jason may have been good 
at ordering him around, but he wasn’t as comfortable with being told 
what to do and it showed. 

That would change. They would be equals in the relationship. 
There had to be give and take. 

“Lie on your side, relax. Imagine it’s my hand stroking you as 
you touch yourself.” Elia began to stroke himself as he watched 
Jason move to his side and continue to pump his flesh. 

Slowly, Jason’s hips began to thrust slightly, his hand varying 
speed and movements as he began to get more comfortable in what he 
was doing. A sheen of sweat glistened on his chest and face, his 
expression contorting in pleasure. Elia eyed the hand, taking note of 
the tempo and rhythm his sheriff enjoyed. Jason closed his eyes for a 
moment and reopened them, his gaze training on Elia’s hand pumping 
his own organ. 

Jason growled and leapt over to Elia, knocking his hand away 
and covering his cock with his own. The sheriff pumped Elia’s shaft 
as his mouth descended down on him. As Jason took nearly the 
whole length, Elia arched his back, his orgasm coming closer and 
closer. Watching Jason had been heady. His own hand had 
heightened the pleasure. Now, with Jason’s mouth on his dick, he 
knew it was only a matter of time before he erupted. 

A few more swallows and Elia cried out, splashing his cum 
down Jason’s ready throat. His hands speared through Jason’s hair as 
he held him there as his release rolled through him in waves. Jason 
swallowed it all, releasing his cock and laving it to clean it 
completely. 


Jason rose and pushed back, lowering them both to the bed as 
he explored Elia’s mouth with a heart-stopping kiss. Rolling Elia to 
the side, Jason moved then, pressing his chest to Elia’s back. They 
lay spooning, their mouths never leaving one another. Jason lifted 
Elia’s leg and pulled it over his own, opening his ass for penetration. 

Elia reached for a box beside his bed, gathering a finger full of 
salve and spreading it on his bud, smearing the remnants on Jason’s 
crown. The tip of Jason’s cock pressed against his anus and the 
human surged inside, spearing the bulbous head just past the tight 
band. Elia released his lips from the kiss to sigh in delight at the 
sensation of fullness, as Jason’s cock was completely seated within 
him. 

Jason pulled him back against his chest, his arms wrapping 
around him tighter as he began to thrust. Latching on to his neck, 
Jason trailed kisses along the tight muscle corded there. Thoughts of 
a mating bite, the bond that tied two beings together, seared through 
Elia’s mind, and his teeth elongated with the desire to do so. The 
relationship was too new. He couldn’t bind them together. Not yet. 
No matter how hard his body wanted him to. 

As his sheriff thrust within him, he felt the familiar tightening 
at the base of his spine as the sensation of orgasm began to grow 
again. Jason’s body felt so good against him, the connection they had 
so profound, mind, body, and spirit. How could Elia have pushed him 
away? They were meant to be together, to share this, to allow it to 
grow into whatever it would become. His teeth ached in his mouth, 
the need to pierce the human’s flesh and make him his forever roiled 
through him once more. His cock swelled to life again, fully and 
painfully erect as he thought about switching the position and entering 
his male, claiming his ass and neck forever. Elia palmed his cock, 
masturbating himself as Jason watched him. 

Jason stiffened, apparently liking the show. His thrusts 
increased, the pace quickening. A growl came from the sheriff as he 
came, his hot seed pumping into Elia. Nowhere near ready for the 
encounter to be over, Elia pulled from Jason’s body, quickly rolling 
him over onto his back and pressing the head of his cock to the 
human’s ass. 

“Elia, ’ve never been a bottom.” 

“A virgin? Pll go slow.” Elia smiled. 

“Stop, I” 


“What? We will be equals going into this. If you can’t give 
and take, then we end this now.” 

Jason looked up at him, confusion etched in his features. “It’s 
not something I’ve done before. But I am willing to try it. For you. 
As long as you understand that I prefer it the other way.” 

“T prefer it the other way as well. But on occasion, especially 
right now, I need this.” 

Jason watched him closely for a moment before utterly 
relaxing. 
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Jason was wary. He’d never been in this position before, 
always being a top in the few gay relationships he’d engaged in. But 
he understood Elia’s need for control right now. Jason had taken 
something from Elia when he’d killed Molock. This was his chance 
to make up for it in some small way, by allowing Elia to be the 
aggressor. 

Elia reached for the salve once more and spread it along 
Jason’s back passage, smearing the excess on the crown of his cock. 
Seconds later, Elia had the crown at his rear, slowly thrusting 
forward, the sting of pain enveloping him. The demon was almost as 
large as he was, the shaft thick. As it pierced him, the pain began to 
ebb and the pleasure began to burn in him. Once Elia was in deep, he 
paused, allowing Jason a moment to breathe and relax into the 
sensation. 

Elia grasped his cock and began to pump his organ, helping 
him relax even more. Short, shallow thrusts began and Jason found 
himself enjoying the friction more than he’d imagined. His hips 
moved of their own accord as the strokes lengthened and Elia set a 
rapid pace, the ebb and flow of his presence inside his ass making him 
wilder than he’d anticipated. Jason bit his lip to keep from crying out, 
the feeling of Elia taking him over along with his hand on his cock 
had him racing toward release. 

Closing his eyes, Jason began to meet Elia’s thrust as best he 
could. Elia began to spread Jason’s thighs wide as he leaned forward, 
the demon’s long teeth scraping against his skin as they moved up his 
chest. Jason was suddenly overcome with the desire for those teeth to 
pierce his flesh. Elia had once told him that demons claimed their 
mates that way, and Jason wanted him to sink those fangs into him. 


Shaking his head, he released the thought. It was too soon, too soon 
to know if this was the forever kind of thing they would share. 

Elia stopped at his neck and Jason realized he had 
unconsciously arched it slightly, giving the demon better access to it. 
When he felt Elia’s tongue dancing over the muscle that connected his 
head to his body, he moaned aloud, his release bearing down on him 
like a rushing racehorse. Once he felt the first prick of the teeth, his 
orgasm hit him, his cock spurting cum all over his stomach and Elia’s 
fingers. 

The sensation was never ending. Red-hot light burst behind 
his eyelids. His orgasm went on for what felt like an hour but it could 
only have been a few minutes. He felt Elia’s release within him, 
burning him from the inside out. Jason felt a connection to Elia that 
he’d never felt before. By giving in, he’d been given so much 
pleasure. And this male had been the first one to share it with him. 

All too soon, Elia’s mouth moved from his skin, an ache at his 
neck lapped up with a broad tongue. Jason’s fingers moved to the 
spot, feeling only a small set of puncture wounds that felt nearly 
healed already. His eyes met Elia’s. 

“Does this mean what I think it does?” Even though Jason 
had wanted to feel it, had long yearned in his gut to have Elia claim 
him, it was so soon. 

“My body and mind knew it was right, even though I had 
doubts, too. After all we’ve been through, I think it was inevitable. 
You yielding to me, that showed me what you were willing to do to 
make me whole. You’re mine.” Elia trailed a finger over the wound 
as he slowly pulled his softening cock from Jason’s ass. 

Their eyes met once more and Jason knew it was right, time be 
damned. For once, he was the man he knew he was to be and the 
male beside him had opened the door for him to come into this world. 
Freedom to be whoever he wanted to be was earth shattering. Being 
able to be whoever he wanted to be beside a good man who would 
stand at his side was even better. 

Elia shifted to his side, facing Jason. Jason leaned over and 
captured his demon’s mouth, stealing a kiss. His hand wended into 
the demon’s hair as the kiss deepened and he felt his cock stirring to 
life once more. 

Elia pulled away after Jason’s cock began to press into his 
abdomen, a chuckle leaving his lips. “Insatiable?” 


“T told you it’s been a long time. Now that you’re mine, I 
have some catching up to do.” 

Elia leaned back to evade the kiss, a smile playing at his lips. 
“Technically, you’re not a demon, so you can’t bite me and lay a 
claim. So you’re mine, but not so much vice versa.” 

“Then Pll claim you the only way I know how.” Jason rose 
quickly and flipped Elia to his stomach. Grasping his cock at the root, 
he speared into Elia’s ass, filling the demon on a single thrust. Elia 
hissed below him, a sigh coming on the first pump of his cock inside 
the tight bud. Jason lowered his body to rest along the demon’s 
length and put his lips against Elia’s ear. “So, are you mine as well?” 

Elia chuckled. “I’m not so sure. Not yet.” 

Jason fucked Elia’s ass roughly, his teeth grazing along the 
thick muscle at Elia’s shoulder. Biting down as hard as he could, he 
knew he’d not broken skin, but he liked the animalistic groan his 
lover released when he did it. 

Laving the spot he’d bit with his tongue, he slowed his 
motions and brought lips to Elia’s ear once more. “How about now?” 

“Keep fucking me hard, I’m so close.” 

“Then answer me. Are you mine?” 

“Yes! Of course I’m yours. Finish what you started.” 

Jason smiled and started to move his hips quickly, pumping 
his flesh into his partner. The tight ring of nerves clenched as Elia 
began to spiral into orgasm and it brought Jason over the edge as well. 
After coming so hard the last time, he was surprised he was able to 
come again so quickly. He collected himself, steadying his breath. 
He dropped a forehead to the back of Elia’s neck. Slick sweat coated 
them both, their accumulated juices scenting the room. 

A breeze blew through the room from the open balcony, 
sending the commingled smell wafting across the room. Jason could 
almost feel the tingling of another erection from it, but his body was 
depleted of all energy. Turning to his side, he pulled Elia into his 
embrace, cuddling the man close to him. Lethargy swirled over him, 
his mind growing foggier and foggier as each minute passed. 

“I think I’m falling in love with you, Jason.” 

Jason felt a stab of adrenaline at the words, his eyes coming 
open. The admission was unexpected, but the sentiment behind it was 
not. Jason had felt the same stirrings of feeling for Elia. It was why 
he’d given up the life he knew for this one. “I think I’m falling, too.” 


Elia twisted in Jason’s arms and captured his face in his hands. 
Pressing closer, the demon kissed his lawman. 


Chapter Fourteen 


Graeae lay in his bed at the top of the guard tower unable to 
sleep. Moonlight filtered in through the open window, the three 
Kallypsian moons hovering close to one another in the night. Rolling 
to one side, he beat a fist into his pillow, trying to get comfortable. 

He hadn’t slept in two weeks, not since the Halfling had fled into the 
night once Molock had been defeated. 

Running after him, Graeae had tried to coax the Soul Collector 
into staying with them, to determine just what he was, but Avery had 
run as soon as the beast had been defeated. Graeae had promised 
Avery his freedom if he aided them in getting Jason back for Elia, and 
he had done as promised. He had fought Molock selflessly, surprising 
Graeae. 

The Halfling was nuts. He was hot and cold, sane and insane, 
swinging from one end of the spectrum to the other. Was it his 
nature? Did the human half of him war with the Fae side? The male 
was an enigma. A Halfling Soul Collector was something of awe, but 
coupled with his apparent mental instability, the combo was 
apparently volatile. 

If the two halves of him warred, it was unfortunate, as they’d 
come together to make a fine form of a male. Avery was not as small 
as the Fae, stronger built. He carried small Fae markers, his ears were 
slightly pointed and his eyes were bright. He was also fleet-footed 
and could run like the wind. He had an ethereal beauty that took 
Graeae’s breath away and made his cock hard just being in his 
presence. 

Hell, his cock was hard now just thinking of Avery. He 
lowered his hand below the soft sheet and grasped the root, pumping 
along the length. Closing his eyes, he imagined the Halfling’s face 
straining for completion, his lithe body under him as he claimed him 
as his own. 

“I hear you'll go blind if you do that too much.” 

Graeae rose from the bed in a jerk, sitting up to see who 
intruded on his intimate act. His eyes opened to see the object of his 
dreams sitting on the window ledge. “How did you get past the 
guards and up the tower?” 

“I can get pretty well wherever I want.” 

“Except out of cells.” 


The Halfling scowled at him, or so he thought. The moonlight 
was behind him and Avery’s face was bathed in some shadow. 
“Which brings me to why I came tonight.” 

The Halfling was quiet, not moving a muscle. 

“Well? Why are you here?” 

“To thank you for releasing me.” 

“You came all this way to thank me?” 

“Yes. No. Not exactly.” The Halfling’s eyes moved to 
Graeae’s erection tenting the cotton sheeting. 

“Then why exactly?” 

The Halfling was on top of him in an instant, his hips 
straddling his waist as his mouth descended upon his. Graeae let out 
a surprised grunt but soon surrendered to the kiss, pressing his tongue 
into Avery’s mouth. He spread his hands along the Halfling’s hips, 
slowly moving his own against him. Avery pulled from the kiss and 
looked down at him, shocked, his hand coming up to touch the spot 
Graeae had just kissed. “I came for that.” 
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Elia cuddled against his lover, basking in the afterglow of their 
lovemaking. Training could wait for tomorrow. The whole world 
could wait for tomorrow. He nestled his face into Jason’s neck, 
breathing the human’s scent in deep, smelling the mingling of their 
smells together. It was heady, thinking of a future before them. 

His door burst open, and the Queen pranced inside, followed 
by one of her servants. Both men scrambled to cover themselves as 
she continued to walk inside. “Were you going to bring your lover 
forth and present him or keep him a secret in your room forever? Had 
it not been for Ja—” 

She stopped at the edge of the bed, more words suffocating as 
her eyes fell to the mark on Jason’s neck. Her eyes flew to Elia as she 
pulled her hand to her neck, her gaze widening. “Where will the 
monarchy go from here?” 

“Mother, we’ll cross that bridge when we get to it. You have 
many years left. I have an eternity to live. And two brothers to come 
after me.” 

A sharp hiss came from his mother. “You have but one 
brother. One brother. Do you hear me?” 


“Hasn’t it been long enough that the pain of father’s betrayal 
has ebbed from you? Graeae has done nothing to deserve your wrath. 
He is a good, strong man.” 

His mother’s eyes narrowed in anger. “You use Graeae to 
hide your own issues. Ios has chosen a male, which is his right. But 
without an heir, we have no lineage to continue our sovereignty.” 

“There are ways in which to have a child without him mating 
a woman. When the time comes, it can happen.” Jason spoke up, no 
fear of the Queen. 

“And you are?” Queen Greme remembered her regal bearing 
immediately, morphing back into the cool, collected mother he knew. 
“Mother, this is my mate. Jason McCall. He is a Soul 

Collector as well, come to help fight in Jamie’s Army.” 

Jason reached out a tentative hand. His mother looked at it 
like it was a viper, but soon sighed and took it, shaking it. “You are 
willing to raise a child begot on a female of our species? You are 
willing for him to have an heir?” 

Jason eyed Elia for a moment. “Perhaps not today. Or 
tomorrow. But one day, we can make it happen, I’m sure. And I will 
stand beside him when it does.” 

Elia held his breath as he watched his mother a moment. A 
smile began to form on her lips and the shock that rolled over him 
brought his mouth open as he openly appraised the woman he felt like 
he no longer knew. 

“Tt was a pleasure to meet you, Jason McCall of the Soul 
Collectors. I will leave you two in peace, but do expect you both at 
dinner tonight in my dining room. Elia, please close your mouth as it 
is quite ungainly.” 

Elia watched his mother walk away, her servant following her 
out the door. 

“Graeae is your brother?” 

“Yes. Long story. [ll tell you about it later. After dinner.” 

“He looks like you and Ios, so I’m not surprised he’s related. 
And we have hours yet until dinner.” 

“Yes, we do. But I have plans for you.” Elia pressed his lips 
against his lover’s mouth, happier than he could ever remember 
feeling. Everything was falling into place for once. 

Jason’s hand wrapped around his cock as the kiss deepened. 

“Glad to see we’re on the same page,” Elia laughed. 


The End 
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